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FOREWORD 



You are about to enter a therapy of the imagination through tales 
of interaction between our conscious selves and the archaic imagi- 
nation, the birthplace of all images* Psychotherapist Pieter Mid- 
delkoop follows closely the path described by Jung, convinced 
that there is an unconscious core of Self, which, like a distant and 
forever invisible command force in interior space, steers con- 
sciousness through life. What was from ancient times called the 
guiding spirit is often envisioned and interiorly seen as a Wise 
Old Man, an archaic character of collective soul that lives buried 
deeply in everyone. The contact we have to this archetypal under- 
current — this inner therapist, as Middelkoop calls it — -is through 
the imagination. 

Jung discovered a therapy of the imagination. He called it active 
imagination to differentiate it from passive reverie. Faced with a 
direct personal experience of spontaneous immersion in the world 
of unconscious images, Jung let himself drop into his imagina- 
tion and interacted with the personages he met in this dreamlike 
reality, in the same way one interacts with other real creatures. 
Through this therapy of self, Jung found his own inner sense of 
direction, his guiding spirit, imagined as the Wise Old Man. 

Middelkoop will make you acquainted with the developments 
that the primordial image world and human consciousness un- 
dergo white interacting with each other. He shows how the imag- 
ination can torment us, as well as loosen us from the fixated bond- 
ages we have to the same old ruts, thus opening up new vistas to 
lives lived in a world that has become too small. 

Middlekoop tells true stories about the life of people he sees in 
therapy, where he uses active imagination as the primary form of 
treatment. Staying close to actual cases, he probes each imag- 
ined experiences, encouraging him or her to communicate with 
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the fairy-tale-like world of archaic consciousness. And as we fol- 
low the adventures of others, Middelkoop leads us all to the men, 
women, and other creatures that populate the deep. 

In Pieter Middelkoop's book we learn the art of active imagi- 
nation by demonstration. This givey the necessary body to prac- 
tical guidelines given at the conclusion of the text. It will be 
a guide to anyone who wants to practice active imagination, 
whether as a therapist of others, of self, or both. 



Robert Bomak 
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INTRODUCTION 



Few of us are aware that it is in principle possible to live alter- 
nately in two worlds: an inner world and an outer world, We are 
accustomed to living only in the outer world and that is the focus 
of our lives. We have made ourselves as familiar with this world 
as it is possible to be, and our parents and teachers have done 
their utmost to explain to us how this world is put together and 
how one can best survive in it. 

However, there is also an inner world, although in modern 
times we have to some degree lost sight of it. That world still 
exists, and under certain circumstances it is possible for us to get 
in touch with it again. This happens in various forms of psycho- 
therapy, for instance in imagination therapy. That is what this 
book is about. It contains the accounts of several people who en- 
tered this inner world of the imagination, in an attempt to tackle 
and as far as possible overcome their psychological problems. 

When we speak of the world of the imagination, this may give 
rise to a number of superficial misunderstandings- The word 
imagination has acquired a particular association that does not do 
justice to the concept. For instance, we might be under the illu- 
sion that we can imagine anything we like in this inner world of 
ours. But that is not the case. The inner world conforms only 
partly to our wishes, desires and intentions. For the rest, what is 
conjured up before us is likely to surprise us, because we would 
never consciously have thought of such a world ourselves. Its im- 
ages rise up from the unconscious areas of our personality, and we 
can influence them only to some extent- A second kind of mis- 
understanding may arise, namely that we have 'only imagined 1 a 
particular thing. Such a remark would suggest that we have 
made a mistake and that we thought we observed something 
which in fact was not really there at all In a sense this is true, we 
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have imagined something and we have done so in our inner world, 
while we thought, in error, that we were dealing with something; 
in the outer world. A wrong assessment of this kind demon- 
strates clearly that we must keep the inner and outer worlds well 
separated from each other* 

In order to escape such misunderstandings, we have chosen 
the term imaginal world and we will use the term imagination in 
a particular sense: a description of an experience in this imaginal 
world- These imaginations have a great deal to do with our life as 
it is and with the way in which we live. We will meet our joys and 
our sorrows there, hut also our anxieties and, for example, the 
difficulties we have in our relationships with other people- All 
these things are expressed in visible, moving images and we are 
in the midst of these images, We are fully alert to what is go- 
ing on, so that you might say you are dreaming while you are 
awake- You are in the realm of your imagination, in your imagi- 
nal inner world. 

This is a world in which we can experience all manner of 
things and in which we can encounter our problems in an entirely 
new situation, with the possibility of solving them. The imaginal 
world is preeminently a world which challenges us to conquer 
our difficulties. Sometimes it does so by setting us specific tasks, 
at other moments by putting various things before us. As a result 
we find ourselves in a fairy-tale-like happening that appears to 
have been organized from a central point. We shall call this point 
the core of the Self. This is not to he thought of as an abstract 
point, for our core presents itself in a personified form. It is a per- 
son, with whom we can have contact and who in turn develops 
initiatives with regard to us or who features in the background as 
a guiding hand when other figures are active in the dramatic 
situation- Very probably this core figure is present right from the 
start of any imagination, as a kind of film director, but usually 
shows itself only much later, when all the preparatory work has 
been done. 

A person who enters the imaginal world will at first probably 
not quite know what to do with the things he or she sees there- 
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The director's hand is often not very readily perceived in the 
early stages and it may be difficult to recognize the positive na- 
ture of the imaginal situation. The same may also happen to you, 
the reader, when, somewhat unprepared, you are suddenly con- 
fronted with the strange events that take place- You will therefore 
do well to bear the same points in mind as the imaginator. You 
must continually ask yourself: "What does the content of this 
imagination situation have to do with my daily existence? To 
what can I relate these events? What do I recognize in them? 
What might the film director have in mind for me?" And, espe- 
cially if the experience does not promise to be very pleasant, 
"What is the meaning of the situation in which I find myself?" 

This last question, about the meaning of the imaginations, is 
extremely important. We have become too accustomed to the 
idea that our unconscious produces mostly frightening images, 
and it is often hard to accept the notion that the purpose of such 
images can nevertheless be positive. All the same, the imagina- 
tion therapy that I shall be describing is based upon the knowl- 
edge that imaginations, once they are under way, always aim, to a 
greater or lesser degree, to exercise a favorable influence on our 
life. This is true even when the imagination is unpleasant. 

The inner images therefore form the first starting point nfthr 
therapy, and the first place we try to come to terms with our 
problems is in the experience of the imagination itself* In the con- 
versations both before and after an imagination we can search for 
links with our daily life, The imaginal world creates a field of 
force in which certain developments become possible while every- 
thing else becomes much more difficult, which means that we are 
able to tap new sources in ourselves. 

How exactly imaginations come about will be described more 
fully in Chapter 4* For the moment we are mostly interested in 
the question of how we can work with them therapeutically, and 
for this reason I give a step by step account of some therapies for 
you, the reader* to follow- 

Imaginations are in the first place intended to give us an in- 
sight into the unconscious forces that play a part in our lives. 
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Why is it, we ask ourselves, that certain things which we attempt 
in our lives go wrong time and again, for no reason that we can 
understand? We may react by getting angry, or by waiting re- 
signedly until things get better. We may look to other people in 
the hope that they will find a solution for us. Whatever our re- 
sponse, it remains a gamble, because we do not really know what 
is going on. Something incomprehensible is taking place inside 
us; we seem unable to get a clear view of it and we keep getting 
stuck in the same blind alley- Imaginations can provide us with 
the key to the hidden reason we fail time and time again in our 
aspirations, and are perhaps bound to fail because we are seeking 
the solution in the wrong direction. At times the images present 
us with a situation that seems to be a clear diagnosis of the diffi- 
culties in which we find ourselves* The very first imagination de- 
scribed in this book, the one titled "The Dwarf and the Straw- 
berry Plant," is an obvious example of this. 

The second starting point for therapy can be found in the posi- 
tive forces that are active in our unconscious. It is often possible 
to create more room for these forces. Our aim must therefore be 
to track them down, and find out why they have so far been so 
relatively ineffective and what can be done to improve their per- 
formance. Often imaginators may be quite unaware that such 
positive unconscious forces exist. They believe that there is noth- 
ing but woe and misery in their inner world, and they will there- 
fore be inclined not to dig too deeply, because this would only 
create further distress. Since they have no contact at all with 
these internal forces they assume that they do not exist. 

When I speak of 'forces 7 in this context, I do not mean anything 
abstract. In the imaginations these forces appear as persons or as 
animals, and sometimes as wonderfully strange beings quite un- 
like any we have ever encountered in our ordinary world. 

It is possible to make contact with these figures, and to get to 
know the forces they represent* However, getting to know these 
forces does not necessarily lead to an immediately favorable ap- 
preciation. The encounter can also lead to the thought "which of 
us two is mad?" Sometimes the inner figures show us in no un- 
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certain terms that we have gotten hold of the wrong end of the 
stick, However, if we are prepared to take a hint, we will realize 
that things can begin to move forward again in our life, and that a 
helping hand is being extended to us. Another of our initial as- 
sumptions is, therefore, that neither the imaginator nor any fig- 
ure in the imaginal world is mad. What matters is that they will 
meet and understand each other, As we shall see later, the imag- 
inal figures speak a language all of their own , and it will be; neces- 
sary to learn that language, as a means of communication, Once 
this means of communication has been found, we can get started. 
The journey has then really begun and, if you wish* it can turn 
out to be a voyage of adventure. 

Imaginations can therefore be regarded as voyages through an 
inner world of images. In this book several sequences of imagina- 
tions are described and explained. They originate with different 
people and must therefore also be seen against different back- 
grounds. In the explanatory comments, I give brief outlines of 
these various backgrounds so that the reader will be able to em- 
pathize with the psychological reality represented in the imagina- 
tions of the person concerned. The sequences of imaginations 
form the basis of the first three chapters of the book. In each 
chapter the therapy of one person is shown in images- 1 have de- 
liberately chosen therapies of very different kinds. 

Chapter 1 describes the process by which the ego, the person 
himself, and the unknown forces in the imaginal world — we 
might also say "the unconscious" — at first follow very divergent 
courses, but eventually move together in the same direction. 

In Chapter 2 a process is shown in which there is a conflict 
between different unconscious forces in the imaginal world, to 
which the ego initially seems to be a complete outsider. Only 
gradually does the ego begin to take part in what is going on, and 
this eventually brings about an integration within the person as 
a whole. 

Chapter 3 tackles problems that are not strictly personal. After 
all, the difficulties we have to cope with do not always concern 
ourselves alone* Sometimes we share them with large numbers of 
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other people in the same cultural environment as ourselves* For 
example, there are the problems of violence in our society, and of 
discrimination against the feminine in our culture (which must 
not be equated with discrimination against women, although the 
two are related). In order to allow people to see and empathize 
with what happens in an imagination, I had to find participants 
who were willing not only to make their imaginations public hut 
also to divulge a certain amount of information about their per- 
sonal lives. Fortunately there was such willingness, and I am 
most grateful to the people concerned, and also to those who 
made fragments of their imaginations available, which made it 
possible to explain various points in Chapter 4. 

The information that was made available can be found partly 
in the commentaries and partly in the utterances of the imagina- 
tors themselves. The commentaries are in every case addressed to 
the imaginator. This enables you, the reader, to form an idea of 
the personal atmosphere in which I work with my clients. The 
interpretations incorporated in these chapters were often arrived 
at during conversations over a span of time, Their position in this 
book is not always the same as the position in which they were 
expressed in reality. Some of the observations have existed for 
long periods only in the mind of the accompanist/therapist, 

Finally, Chapter 4 contains a number of technical and theoreti- 
cal points, however tentative. I tried to find connections with 
what others have previously found in their investigations. In par- 
ticular, I have paid attention to a description of various phenom- 
ena that commonly occur in the imaginal worlds of many people. 

If we now return to the world of the inner imaginations, we can 
say that this world is partly known to the imaginator, that is to 
say, it is known to him in so far as it contains images that are 
derived from his daily reality and that appear to hi in by means of 
some kind of visual memory- The rest, however, consists of un- 
familiar images, which do not originate directly with the imagi- 
nator's experience in the external world- They can be compared 
with dream images, which rise up from the unconscious. 
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The traveler in this inner world of images can decide for him- 
self which course he wishes to take. The journey can be made on 
foot or by some other form of transport. There are roads and 
crossroads, and at every turn the traveler will have to ask himself: 
"Shall I go left, right, or straight ahead? Can I see something that 
appeals to me or am I repelled by anything?" 

He will also meet opposition. The images and representations 
exercise their influence on him, and besides, there are phenomena 
in the inner world that are unknown in the world outside- Cer- 
tain laws apply there that are of an entirely different nature from 
any that apply elsewhere. 

It is not actually necessary to know these phenomena and laws 
in advance. As soon as you enter an imagination^ you must begin 
to learn* It is a special kind of learnings which concentrates on 
sensibility and empathy* You cannot really prepare yourself in ad- 
vance for what is going to happen* You will find out in due course 
what is being asked of you; it will gradually become clear. 

You can begin the journey into your inner self by closing your- 
self off from the outside world for a while T concentrating instead 
on the inner world of images. To most people this immediately 
suggests a world of visual images, but it does not have to be that. 
Some people simply *feeP where they are and yet can describe in 
detail what it all looks like. Others inhabit mostly a world of 
sound, and can quite easily embark on lengthy conversations 
with people they are unable, or hardly able, to see. 

Once you have some idea of where you are, the actual journey 
can begin* First of all you try to establish your own position in the 
imaginal world. Are you perhaps watching from a hilltop or are 
you walking along a country lane picking flowers? Are you hov- 
ering in the air or are you under water? 

You might be some place where normally, in the external 
world, it would be impossible for you to be. Here, in the inner 
world, such things are possible. Here you can float endlessly 
above a landscape, and eventually decide to make a landing, at 
any point that you choose. You can also walk under water while 
continuing to breathe normally. There again, you can move in 
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any direction, and you may encounter all sorts of beings that live 
under the water. 

One of the most striking features of this inner world is the fact 
that in certain cases it is not the traveler who decides where the 
journey will lead but some other force- Of course, this confronts 
us with a problem, for what should we imagine "some other 
force" to be? Current opinion would expect action oniy from the 
side of the ego, the traveler himself. But this is not the case here; 
there is a second force at work. 

In order to give our thoughts about these matters some kind of 
anchorage, we will link them to the ideas of Carl Gustav JungJ 
In his personality model he takes two basic concepts as his start- 
ing point: the ego and the Self. Of these two, the Self is the more 
comprehensive concept. It applies to the totality of the human 
personality, and according to Jung's way of thinking it encom- 
passes both the unconscious and the conscious areas of the per- 
son. The conscious part is rather like an island surrounded by 
water, the water being the unconscious part, which is far, fat- 
larger than the conscious part. 

As we have said earlier, the ego rules in the conscious part of 
the personality. Within the Self, Jung presupposes a center* in 
which the forces of the unconscious are organized. This center 
we have called the core of the Self. 

When this core of the Self becomes active, the inner images 
increasingly begin to show a distinct tendency to work toward a 
specific aim, This aim is pursued jointly by the ego and the core 
of the Self. The actions of the core become visible in the different 
imaginal figures that cross your path. One of these may he an ani- 
mal, which to your surprise asks you a question, such as where 
you are going and what you want to do there- Maybe it will tell 
you that it would be better for you to take a different direction, 
As the imagination progresses, the actions of the core will be con- 
trolled more and more by one single being, who takes charge of 
the proceedings. We see, then, that the images in the inner world 
of the Self are partly realistic- However, there are also surrealist 
images, as well as images from the realm of myths, fairytales, and 
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Cables, This is one of the reasons why one can perhaps speak of a 
fairy-tale or fabulous Self, Another reason is the fact that the Self 
appears to know what is good and what is bad for human life and 
that, moreover, it is capable of exercising a strong favorable influ- 
ence on our life. The imaginations in this bonk demonstrate this 
unconscious knowledge and its effects sufficiently clearly for you 
lo gain an impression of them. 

Although we use the word fabulous here to indicate the guid- 
ing action of the core of the Self, this does not mean that we now 
have a solution to all our problems. Alas, we do not. In Chapter 4 
we shall come back to this point. At any rate, the imaginations 
described in this book show that there are good opportunities for 
further growth and a chance to settle with the past. The imagina- 
tions came about during weekly therapy sessions, each lasting 
a 1)0 ut one hour. Part of that time, about fifteen to twenty min- 
utes, is spent in an imagination. The therapist is present during 
I his time and the imaginator relates what he or she experiences 
and undertakes during the journey in the inner world. The expe- 
riences are noted down verbatim, and this is how they have been 
presented in this book. Everything has been left as authentic as 
possible. Only here and there some passages have been polished 
slightly in order to make them more readable, but they have not 
been altered in any material way or embellished to give them lit- 
erary elegance. The information given by the imaginator is usu- 
ally fairly brief and terse, which is not surprising when we con- 
sider how many different tasks someone has to perform on one of 
these journeys. The world which is being entered is a totally un- 
fa miliar one, and the imaginator has to absorb new impressions 
all the time, and make decisions practically every minute. 

In addition, there is someone present beside the imaginator — 
the accompanist/therapist, who puts in a word from time to time 
and poses questions or asks his or her attention for something or 
other. It is therefore an extremely complicated process, which is 
occasionally charged with emotion. The total reality of such an 
event cannot possibly be written down on paper, but I have tried 
my best to do so. 
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The imaginations recorded here are only a small selection from 
a large number, I have chosen them with the aim of demonstrat- 
ing the inner direction of the sequence. Although it seems as if 
something different is happening all the time, it gradually be- 
comes possible to discern a certain line in it The main task for 
the accompanist is to try and discover the course of the process 
and to support it. 

The question is therefore always: What is the core of the Self 
aiming for? And how does the ego respond to this? What is the 
result of the interaction between the two? 

Following this, there is a second question: What would be a 
sensible contribution from outside? In the imaginations, the Self 
speaks a language of its own, It is the language of images, meta- 
phors, symbols, and rituals. We have to find a way to link up with 
this. Life in the; imaginal world can be fully lived in every respect. 
It is not a visual world only: you can also taste what there is to eat 
and smell whatever there is to be smelled. And you can exchange 
thoughts and have conversations. 

As I have already said, many kinds of beings occur in this 
world, some of whom may be figures from fairy tales and myths. 
The gods often put in an appearance and can burst in upon us at 
any time, even if we have long ceased to believe in them. You can 
refuse to make contact with the figures that appear before you, 
but this is not easy, especially in the case of mythological and di- 
vine beings, because they are often very impressive. 

We speak of "divine beings" in order to distinguish between 
them and the God we may presume to exist outside ourselves. 
The connection between the divine beings within us and the God 
who stands behind everything h emphatically suggested in the 
images. This happens, for instance, in the case of the figure called 
Eternal in Chapter 2. In other examples, the connection with 
God is explicitly stated by the divine figures themselves. 

In ohdkr to form an idea of what exactly the imaginations stand 
for, we need some information about the daily lives of the imagi- 
nators. Without this, their stories remain simply stories, with a 
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bit of packaged wisdom here and there, But we have to look at 
them differently. The images are related to the way in which the 
imaginators live and with the problems they encounter in their 
lives. The stories are therefore not simply stories but interpreta- 
tions of the way in which the ego gets on with the Self, or doesn't, 
as the case may be. 

There are no fixed guidelines for the way in which this inter- 
play should be enacted, and this is why entering upon an imagi- 
ne ion is a true, real-life adventure. The ego strives for something 
but so does the Self, and the ego may be confronted with difficult 
tusks. This goes on until the ego has sufficiently gained in strength 
Or else has descended from its pedestal in order to find a mode of 
life that enables it to live in constructive harmony with the Self. 

To the extent that symbols occur in imaginations, it is not al- 
ways necessary to understand them. In some cases understanding 
may even be a hindrance, Symbols do not only serve to reveal 
something; they can also, where necessary, conceal, 

One might say that the unconscious part of the Self is not al- 
ways prepared to state explicitly what it is doing- We need a cer- 
tain degree of respect in our dealings with ft* At certain mo- 
ments the Self is emphatically silent. Symbols, then, do not always 
need to be interpreted. They simply carry out their task, which is 
that of exercising influence, and this task can still be performed 
rven when you do not understand the symbolism. In these cir- 
cumstances it is important to allow them to exercise their influ- 
ence on oneself and, if possible, to find out what effect they are 
having. 

There are often moments at which the "director 11 of the imagi- 
nation seems to know where you are, what you have understood 
and what you haven't. The images are then adapted to this situa- 
tion, and new ones will arise to make further development pos- 
sible, until the moment has arrived in which the message can be 
stated explicitly. Often you will be told, when asking a question 
to which you would, at that moment, not understand the answer: 
"That will come later, it isn't the right time for that yet." 

Of course, this is all very mysterious. When we engage our- 
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selves in the inner world, mystery returns to our lives. This often 
happens right at the beginning, when, during the first meeting 
with a core figure, whom you have never met before, you are told: 
"I have been waiting for you. It's taken you so long] I am glad 
you have come." 

I could attempt to explain much more, but at this stage it is 
inevitable that there will be some things that are hard to under- 
stand. No doubt far more study is needed to clear up numerous 
mysteries* 

In my efforts to put into words what I thought I understood, 
and to do so as clearly as possible, I have been greatly assisted by 
J* ML C, van der Goes, who was willing to read this book and 
criticise it on the basis of his experience in psychiatric practice, I 
have made grateful use of your criticism, Jan, even if at times I 
appeared to be stubborn. Many thanks. 



1-SETTLlNG ACCOUNTS 

WITH THE PAST 




The Dwarf and the Strawberry Plant 

It looks like a toadstool. But I can see a very thin stalk. It is a 
strawberry, at the top of a very thin little stalk. There is also 
a dwarf, busy with a watering can. 

Behind the dwarf someone is raking the ground, and digging 
;s hole. It is a witch. The stalk becomes thicker and thicker and 
then the strawberry falls on the ground. The witch has been 
waiting for this, and she also has designs on the dwarf* She 
wants to rake everything into a heap* I feel I am that dwarf. 

I don*t quite know what to think of all this. The next thing I 
see is a skeleton lying on the ground. This is very odd, because 
it is still wearing boots. Then the skeleton changes, It looks as 
though it is becoming a person again. The person sits up. It is a 
medieval knight, drawing his sword. He lashes out left and 
right. He attacks the witch. He hacks her to pieces completely. 
I feel angry too. 

There is someone else near by. I can't see him very well- To 
judge by his clothes I would say he is probably a gardener* I 
also feel that he is a father. But I cannot see his head. Let me 
try* though* It is all rather scary. He has very peculiar eyes- Big 
rolling eyes. His whole head is scary. It is a monstrous sort of 
head, I am frightened of him. 

Now I see a luminous figure in the sky. It is the Virgin Mary. 
I cannot hold on to her image, Something like a spinning top 
comes between us, And a crocodile with wide open mouth. A 
little boy is playing with the spinning top. That is me. Now 
the crocodile whirls around like a train. Hie spinning top 
topples over* 
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In the distance I see two pairs of children^ legs dangling over 
the edge of a canal. I suppose they must he fishing, 1 go up to 
them. One of them is a girL I try to get closer and make contact 
with her. When I am very close she changes into a dove. The 
clove flies away, swerves in a hirge curve and comes back again. 
Now it is no longer a dove, it has become a bird of prey, which 
looks very dangerous, The bird flies away again. Now it has 
become a dove once more- It describes another large curve and 
then it changes into a bird of prey again. And then into a dove 
again. 

I stop doing this* 

A First Analysis 

We had just been talking about those constant, never-ending feel- 
ings of anxiety. You are thirty-three years old now and there is a 
lot of anger inside you. You never seem to manage to live happily 
as a man on your own. Unlike most other people, you have no 
family. Instead, you usually live alone, occasionally sharing with a 
friend, but it has never come to anything, as though it were im- 
possible to have a good relationship with a man of your own age. 
On the other hand, you are always assailed by feelings of anxiety 
whenever you meet much younger boys with whom you fall in 
love and who arouse strong feelings in you. It can only lead to a 
lot of misery, so you think. 

And now you don't even dare go out into the street anymore to 
huy the things that might give you a little pleasure. Never a 
cream cake any more, or a piece of sausage. And hetter put off 
having the car repaired, so you are breed to go out on foot after 
all, with your belly full of fear. ()tf to the baker's store, but when 
you get there you are unable to utter a word when the woman 
asks you what you want, so you run home again without any 
cakes. So then you are back in the place where the walls stare at 
you and your fear grips you by the throat. 

You arrive at the first therapy session and when you have given 
an acount of all these things that torment you, you are asked to 
close your eyes for a while and look at the images that live inside 
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you, What you then see is the story of the dwarf and the straw- 
I m ry plant, as it has been recorded here* It is not a very cheering 
\inry. On the contrary, it makes you feel wretched- Luckily, there 
have been better images since then. After a time you were able to 
any, "After unpleasant images I feel very wretched- When they 
•Air nice, I feel moved, and that makes me feel good." 

At first you found it difficult to believe in the images, and from 
lime- to time you thought they were only making you feel worse. 
It was necessary to talk about them often and by doing so to dis- 
" nvtT that at the end of unpleasant imaginations about death and 
unhappiness there was always something hopeful as well, some- 
thing that pointed to a new beginning, Yes, in the early days the 
linages were not cheerful You had to look very hard to find any- 
thing hopeful in them. And yet even the very first imaginations 
already contained signs of hope, even though these were often 
well hidden. This is very realistic, because real life is exactly the 
same: a few glimmers of light here and there while the rest is 
(kirk. Let us therefore have a closer look at the story- 

To begin with, there is a strawberry plant on a thin stalk. No 
Hood will ever come of that, you might say. But things don^t go 
wrong at once. There is a dwarf, who waters the plant. You can 
feel empathy with that. The stalk becomes thicker, and this is en- 
nui raging. It even seems as if the fruit is about to ripen and drop 
nfr Up to that point there is hope* But then there is that witch 
with her rake, and soon enough her destructive intentions be- 
come clear. She wants to get at the strawberry plant and also at 
i In* dwarf. She digs a hole for them both. The dwarf can see the 
danger, but there is little he can do to defend himself. You, the 
imagmator, recognize your own situation in the scene. You have 
little defense against the course of events. You are small and the 
witch is big. In this situation you look around to see if any help 
can be expected. There does not seem much hope. You see a 
skeleton lying on the ground, which is in itself reason for further 
anxiety* Here it appears, however, that in the language of the im- 
aginal world dead does not mean dead. ' Following your surprise 
that the skeleton is still wearing its boots, you notice that it is 
beginning to show life. Gradually, a complete knight comes into 
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being. He turns out to be capable of defeating the witch. What 
can this mean? You, as imaginator, have immediately joined ranks 
with the dwarf, but there is something appealing about the knight 
too- They are both parts of yourself. This means that you have 
the possibility of being a knight. This does not solve all your 
problems at once, but all the same there must be something brave 
in you which is willing to fight eviL 

When you look around a bit more, you see the gardener with his 
monstrous head. At first he reminds you of a father figure, but the 
head with the rolling eyes makes you lose all confidence in him. 

This encounter with the gardener and the witch aw r akens mem- 
ories of the past in you- You remember that even as a child you 
were very timid and had little confidence in your own parents* It 
is this fearfulness that has become visible in these two frightening 
figures. This is not pleasant for you, but at least you can do some- 
thing about it now. For the moment the two figures make you 
feel afraid, but they need not continue to do so. Certainly not now 
that you have joined ranks with the knight. The more you fight 
on his side, the more you will notice that the frightening figures 
disappear from the scene. And when they do, you will probably 
be able to get on better with your real parents. At this moment, 
however, you have to face up to the fact that these figures form 
part of yourself, and that makes the reality of every day into a 
grim business* 

When we look more closely at the images, we see that there 
is also a child playing with a spinning top- The Virgin Mary 
watches, but she is not alone. There is a crocodile too. Its wide 
open mouth is enough to terrify the child- The top stops spin- 
ning, The child's phy has been spoilt utterly. 

The images that follow next are still part of the child's world, 
however. Your attention is drawn to two pairs of children's legs 
dangling over the edge of a canal. You feel attracted toward those 
children and you go up to them* When you get closer it seems 
that your preference is for the little girl. This makes me think. 
What can be going on? You have toJd me you don't get on with 
girls and that you have therefore focused your whole life on boys 
and men. So why do you now choose a girl? For the moment this 
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m not quite clear and ifl were to ask you, you would probably not 
know the answer. The only thing that can be said with certainty 
is that the girl changes into a dove. In other words, the encounter 
is not successful, but the dove holds out a promise. However, the 
bird returns from its flight as a bird of prey, and this is a frighten- 
ing factor. Clearly there is a certain ambivalence in you: you are 
hoping to receive something from this encounter and yet at the 
W&me time you are afraid of it. 

Earlier on we briefly mentioned the strawberry plant, but we 
havr not gone into this very closely. The girl was tricky enough, 
hut the image of the plant is even more difficult. In the books it 
says that this stands for the sweet fruit of marriage, lor the life 
I'M'rther with wife and children- 2 Very deep down inside you 
there must therefore be a longing for that fruit, even though at 
i In* moment this is in contradiction with what you think about it 
yourself. In our first conversations we left all such matters un- 
discussed. We had plenty of other things to do rather than specu- 
late about future developments. Perhaps that is the reason why 
ihrse things are so concealed inside an obscure symbol. 

When we make up the total balance, is there any reason for 
hope? Yes, there is. Several points enable us to think so; 

• There is a plant that wants to grow, 

* There is a knight who knows how to fight, 

* There is a crocodile which is not given any chance to do 
harm and which flies around in the air. 

• There Is a girl, who eventually flies away in the shape of 
a dove. 

( III the other hand, a great many things still need to be done, and 
much will have to be changed in you if feelings of trust and hope 
lor the future are to develop. 

The Journey Begins on. the Back of a Duck 

A duck comes flying along. He is coming quite close to me and 
hr is making a lot of noise. He claps his wings and chatters as if 
i lying to tell me I have to go with him. 
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Now I see myself sitting on his back. I find this a bit 
frightening, I put my arms around his neck in order not to fall 
off. We are going high up in the sky. I hardly dare look down. 
Now we are up in the clouds, and I have a feeling as though we 
are changing into something different. We seem to have turned 
into a plane, and now we are turning into a balloon. Something 
goes wrong, the balloon catches fire. I am falling down and land 
on the doorstep of a church, I am not in any way hurt. 

On either side of the entrance stands a devil. I get angry and I 
start hitting out at the devils. I make a terrible racket and smash 
them up completely. Now I enter the church. It is dark inside, 
but I can clearly see Christ on a cross. He has a funny head, a 
clown's head, I have had more than enough of all this. I take 
him from the cross, but when I have put him down he suddenly 
changes into a mole and the mole crawls away into the ground. 
Then I hack the cross into pieces as well, I sweep the whole lot 
together and put it all in the garbage can- Ugh, it is not very 
pleasant* 

Another duck turns up* It seems to be the idea that I have to 
sit on his back and fly away with him. I can still feel the 
previous journey in my bones. 1 hear bells ringing- Again I see 
a church. The service has just finished, people are coming out- 
Then the picture changes, A great stream of water now conies 
pouring out of the church, and there is a canoe on the water- In 
the canoe sits a little girl with a baby on her tap- 1 take the baby 
from her. It seems I have something to do with this baby- The 
baby is happy. 

Now the baby and I sit on the duck's back together, I am 
looking for a mother for this baby. Then suddenly I am standing 
by the canal, I see a ring glistening. It belongs to an Oriental 
princess wearing lots of jewels and with a little crown on her 
head* She beckons me. I approach and give the child to her. 

For the third time a duck comes flying along. I don't have 
nint h desire for any more of these journeys. And yet it has to be. 
This time we go far away to the south. There we land on an 
island, I see a foot and when it changes it turns into a man* The 
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man is busy hitting a little boy. This is too much* I give the man 
a wallop and he falls through a hatch and vanishes into the 
ground, 

The little boy goes home on a bike* A momma with a white 
apron gives him a few good-natured little smacks. This is now 
itiy home as well. I am given chocolate milk and tea. The 
momma is nice. She asks me to tell her who I am and what is 
I he* matter with me. I don't quite know what to say and I almost 
choke. I tell her that I have lost my way and don't have a proper 
hmiK\ The momma sits down beside me and puts her arm 
Wound me. She strokes my back and my hair. It makes me feel 
much more peaceful. 1 am allowed to stay for as long as I like. 
I may also leave if I want to. I don't have to tell her anything 
mnrc\ I feel relieved. 

I am still on the island. I am in a house where I see a 
mysterious object. It is a chest with a studded lid. When I look 
inside the chest I see a ring with a gold flower. I want to take it 
mil, but the lid slams shut so I can't. 

Then to my surprise 1 see the studs disappear from the lid 
unci the chest opens again. The lid opens and shuts a few times. 
The ring is still inside but I dare not make another grab for it. 
When the lid opens again, a fat little man comes out of it, in a 
howler hat and white gloves. The ring is on his finger on the 
Outside of the glove, The man says, "HI show you something 
runny." We walk quickly till we get in a big, expensive house. 
Wr enter a hall with a chandelier. The momma with the white 
iipron is there too. She works here. Then I see the Oriental 
princess coming down the stairs. The little man shakes hands 
with her. I do the same. The princess then takes me upstairs 
with her. It's a posh place, that's for sure. I ask her what is the 
inraning of all this, because I don't really know what to do* First 
shr asks me if I like it here and I say yes. Then she says, "You 
were to bring me the gold ring and 1 have something funny to 
|how you*" 

Suddenly there is a little boy about two years old. "Look," 
hUv says, "I got him from you and 1 want to show you how well 
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he is doing." The little boy comes up to me and plays with me. 
A moment later the princess feeds him from her breast- Then I 
give her the ring which the little man brought with him, And 
the ring begins to glitter. 

In Search of a Mother 

There may be fairy tales in which a person flies on the back of a 
duck, but you don't expect that sort of thing to happen to your- 
self. So it must be strange to have this experience in one of your 
imaginations. But there is no escape: before you realize what is 
happening you find you are sitting on the back of a duck, At that 
moment you are no longer the only one who is in control of what 
goes on* There is another force besides, which seems to have its 
own plans for action. For the first time there is a clear indication 
here of a directing hand in the images, of which the ego figure has 
to take account. We are dealing here with an unambiguous case 
of abduction, for before you are aware of it you are already on 
your way, and, moreover, you have absolutely no idea of where 
the journey will be taking you. During this journey certain 
changes occur in the images; what is taking place inside your 
head is being made visible. A sequence of images expresses how 
frightening this adventure is for you. First is the image of sitting 
unprotected on the back of a duck. The duck becomes an air- 
plane so as to offer you a little more protection. The fear of look- 
ing down causes clouds to form. The feeling of being unable to 
exercise control causes the airplane to change into an air balloon, 
and only the slightest whiff of fear is required to make the balloon 
catch fire, 

Once you are down on the ground a signal is received indicat- 
ing that such imaginal situations can all be overcome. You are 
standing safe and well on earth and nothing is broken. 

All the same 5 the fear motif continues to play a part, because 
the entrance to the church, in which you have spent so many anx- 
ious moments, is flanked by two mighty devils, And then the 
time has come to make the knight inside you rise up, burst out in 
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anger and exorcise the devils* This is done with great thorough- 
ness* It is as if the duck had picked on a place where something 
needed to be put right. It was necessary to get rid of a number of 
bad influences in your life* However, curbing these is not the end 
of the mission, for in the church itself there are certain things that 
need to be put right too. A Christ figure with a clown's head, that 
is very ambiguous indeed. You do not hesitate for a moment and 
you take him down from the cross. But for some reason you do 
nothing more. The Christ figure vanishes like a mole under the 
ground. He will no doubt return* Only that annoying cross is still 
there. It arouses anger in you, this symbol of suffering, and you 
want to get rid of it. Throw it in the garbage can! 

When the duck appears once more, you are not pleased. Soon 
afterward* there are bells ringing and another church appears; no 
good can come of that. But look, strange tilings begin to happen; 
a newly baptized child comes sailing along on the lop of a girl. 
You have no doubt about what is being asked of you: you have to 
pick up the baby and make sure that better arrangements will be 
made for it. A mother must be found- Even though you are at 
that moment not entirely aware of everything that is going on, 
some very important things an: happening right before your eyes. 
Just think of it: a minute ago you were wreaking havoc in a 
church, and almost immediately afterward a new sign of life has 
appeared from this same church, in the form of a baby. Where are 
you supposed to take this baby? The parents from the beginning 
of the story ? the witch and the monstrous gardener, are totally 
unsuitable* 

The duck helps out. It carries you and the baby away, and in 
the middle of a busy city an Oriental princess is discovered and 
found fit to be a mother to this new life. You might say that this is 
the beginning of a renewal of your inner parent images. You are 
permitted to have new feelings and very briefly to experience the 
sense of having a home. This happens while you are sitting on the 
hack of a duck- 
After the wicked father has been got rid of and another child 
has found its way home, the time arrives when you yourself are 
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given an affectionate caress and are allowed to drink a cup of co- 
coa. How simple and effective: "I feel peaceful and relieved." This 
happens right after you had made it known that you had lost your 
way and had no real home. From that moment everything begins 
to acquire a hint of mystery. The ring with the golden flower 
presages something good, but apparently your curiosity has to be 
aroused first. There is a servant who shows you the way. What 
coukl this very ordinary person be doing in such rich surround- 
ings? The contrast is great. It is as if every effort were being made 
to make it clear to you that you may expect something very spe- 
cial — and that the result will not be poor and shabby but that you 
may hope for a costly reward. The herald of this is the little boy, 
the one you recently entrusted as a baby to a princess. You see 
that he is growing up healthily and is clearly in good hands. 
What might all this mean with regard to you? For the moment it 
is no more than a promise, and the reality looks very different. So 
there is nothing for you to do but wait and see how the story will 
develop. 

The Journey Continues on Horseback 

A train approaches. It stops at the station. It is an old-fashioned 
train T one with a con! car. Something strange is going (Hi. There 
ts someone lying on top of the coal car, He is lying on the coal, 
tied up with ropes* I am standing close by. That man is dead! 

Now I see a horse approaching. All alone. He does crazy 
things: he goes to the man, licks him and starts to tug at his 
coat. It is as if he is trying to say something, I believe I must 
free the man, and so I start untying the ropes. It looks as if some 
life is coming back to him, Then I lay the man on the back of 
the horse, and I myself mount the horse as well. When we are 
on our way I begin a conversation with the man. I ask him why 
he was lying dead on that truck- He says he wanted to be dead 
because all the time he was going around in circles and kept 
having to throw coals on the fire. I know that feeling- 
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I notice that we have arrived at a castle. We enter the 
fcourtyard, without any formalities. A party is in full swing. The 
mail sees an old friend and runs up to him. They fly into each 
other's arms, and I stand watching a bit timidly. They are 
1 laving a good time and drink a pint of beer together. Now I am 
U-U all by myself. 

In the courtyard there walks a knight. He is wearing a suit of 
armor and carries a sword in his hand. He comes toward me and 
Uv.kons me to come with him. He mounts his horse, and I see 
that my horse is still there as well. We now move off together 
Itld we come to a wood. There are many more knights there. 
They are preparing themselves for battle. 

In the middle of the circle there is a princess lying on the 
ground. It looks as if she is dead. When I come near, she moves. 
She gets up, falls upon my neck, and kisses me. She is happy. I 
find it all rather overwhelming. It seems to be the idea that I 
take her back to the castle. I do so, we sit on the brown horse 
together. 

Then we arrive at the castle and sit down by an open fire. 
The princess sits very close beside me. She puts her arms 
around me and kisses me. I become confused by this and don^t 
know what to do any more, I feel I ought to leave, so I go back 
to my horse. 

One day I take a walk in the wild garden behind the castle, A 
man is picking berries there, very dark berries. His wife is 
muking a drink out of them. It looks a bit suspicious. Poisonous. 
Who could she be mixing poison for? She is boiling the juice 
over a fire. I am quite sure it is intended for the princess. 

I go back to the castle, because I must try to warn the 
princess. When I have found her and tell her what I have seen, 
she brushes it aside. She doesn't believe it. In the room I see 
rows of bottles all along the walls with exactly the same dark 
lit|uid in them. Then I pull her along with me outside and show 
licr what is going on in the little house in the grounds behind 
the castle. But even then she does not believe me. She asks me 
to go back into the castle with her. When we arrive, a reception 
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is taking place- The princess is now wearing very beautiful 
clothes. She is standing at the front and is being congratulated, 
To my surprise the bottles along the wall are all filled with a 
white drink. I don't understand what is going on. I myself am 
now standing at the far end of the line. And everyone is 
congratulating me too. 

When I wake up and look out of the window, I see chickens 
in the courtyard, A girl of about seventeen, with curly hair, is 
busy feeding the chickens. I go outside and watch. High up in 
the tower a little door opens and a cockerel comes out- He 
begins to crow. I am irritated by this and call out to him to stop 
making such a noise- 
Then I go for a walk and cross the castle moat, which looks 
dirty. It looks as if it is filled with pitch instead of water. There 
is a path running all around the castle. When I have walked 
some way along this path* the girl catches up with me. When I 
ask her what is the matter, she says I must come and help her 
feed the chickens. On the way buck my attention is drawn to her 
hand, I see a ring glittering on it, but then I see it slipping from 
her finger and falling into the moat. There it remains, lying on 
the heavy pitch, so that I am able to pick it up. I give the ring 
back to the girl, and we continue our walk, 

Having arrived back in the courtyard, I see the girl suddenly 
in a different place, 8he is holding a plank of wood in her hands 
that has the shape of a person. What a dry stick, I think, I don't 
like the look of it, and I take the plank away from her. She gets 
very angry with me and disappears into the castle. 

The scene changes, I see market stalls. It looks a bit like a 
fair; there is a clown playing with rings. Then a knight comes 
riding along on horseback at great speed. He holds his lance 
pointed forward^ goes straight for the clown, and stabs him to 
death. I am very upset at this: how could he do such a thing? 
Within seconds, the knight has vanished again. The clown flops 
down limply. I carry him indoors and lay him on a table. The 
girl comes in too. She has picked up the wooden plank and 
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slides it under the clown. The clown is dead. The plank folds 
Itsfelf around him and becomes a coffin. 

Sadly I look around and see a procession of women coming 
1 1 ward us, all of them dressed in black. The girl and I move to 
ilic head of tiie procession, and then the funeral begins. As the 
roHin is lowered into the grave, the lid begins to move. A baby 
nm\es out of it. Beaming and alive, it lies in the arms of its 
mother. I see alternately the clown and the baby and 1 think, 
"That is me." 

In the courtyard a boy of about fourteen climbs over the castle 
wall. He is black all over. He must have fallen into the moat and 
new he runs across the yard and goes indoors. I feel fear inside 
inc. Briefly the thought flashes through my mind that perhaps 
I ought to go and help to clean him up. I dare not look at him 
anymore, and I run away. 

Now I am riding on my brown horse in a mountainous 
landscape. In front of me is a hooded cart with a man and a 
woman and a child. They are going to build a new life for 
themselves somewhere else. I want to do that too. Except I 
t to n't want to be their servant. I want to build up something for 
myself. 

Something is going wrong now. The cart plunges down the 
mountainside, into the ravine. I tumble down as well, even 
farther down than the cart. At the bottom of the ravine I land in 
w ;iter. There are fishes in it, and a pointed rock sticks out above 
the surface. In the distance a canoe appears. When it comes 
rloser I see the girl with the curly hair sitting in it. I think it is 
terrible that she should find me here like this. She takes me on 
board. 1 am angry that .she has to rescue me, and I begin to cry. 
The girl is crying as well now and begins to comfort me. I lie 
down close beside her, but it is as though I am dead, I am so stilf. 
All the same, it is very nice sailing in the canoe with her. 

We sail through a mountain gate and then I can see the sun 
;md a beach. She gets dressed over her bathing suit and we walk 
on the beach together. We drink from a waterfall and see 
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another person there. It is a shepherd who looks like Christ. We 
are invited to his hut. There I lie in a hammock and am being 
cradled by the girl. We drink wine, and a moment later the girl 
and I are walking on the beach again. Everything is wonderful. 
It should always stay like this. 

On the beach walks a black beetle. Ugh, what a horrid beast. 
Away with it. I tread on it with my foot. The girl changes, her 
face becomes a witch's face. This is all going badly wrong, I am 
getting into a panic. I must try to make everything come right 
again. The face is a mask and I pull and tug at it, to get rid of it. 
It won't come off. I rush off in a great hurry to fetch the 
shepherd. He reassures me and says it will be all right. He also 
tries to take the mask off but he can't manage it either. Then he 
gets angry and starts hitting out with a cudgel. I also pick up a 
cudgel, and together we smash everything to smithereens. Then 
I see a skeleton lying on the ground. We smash that to bits as 
well. We then start to bury the whole lot. I am inconsolable. We 
shovel earth all over everything, and then I see a flower coming 
out of the earth. Attached to the stem of the flower there is a 
little hand, and attached to the end of the hand there is a little 
girl. First the flower is given to me, but I give it to the girl. 
Shaken and upset, I walk back together with the man and 
the girl. 

Again there is a beach, but it is not by the sea. It is on the 
bank of a river, I can hardly believe my eyes: horses are coming 
out of the water and behind them a hearse. Everything is in 
black, and men with black hats are sitting on top of the hearse. 
Inside the hearse lies a princess, dressed entirely in white. She 
has a crown of flowers in her hair. She is very young, no more 
than about eighteen. The men drive to the village where I was 
born. I am standing at the back of the hearse, with a bunch 
of flowers in my hand. When I try to put the flowers on the 
princess, she sits up, and then we are suddenly standing in the 
road together. I say to her, "What were you doing in that 
hearse?" She replies, "I was asleep." I am still surprised and say, 
"But why were you lying in a hearse?" She says, "I wasn't dead" 
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and she laughs. We hold each other by the hand, we walk alon^- 
the road and laugh, I feel shy. When I mention that to her, she 
says, "That doesn^t matter* 11 We talk for a while and she says she 
likes me, I explain to her that I find it difficult to be with girls. 
Then she starts romping about with me. I give her a few little 
kisses and then I say, that's enough now. She gets on her bicycle 
and waves. Wow, I feel excited and I am glad of a chance to 
catch my breath. 

The mountain landscape has come back again. An angel with 
a halo is hovering around. I am not alone here, A dog is sniffing 
around and barks. He is trying to get at something and pulls me 
along on a lead- It makes me feel excited. Behind a bush I see a 
girl with a handkerchief- I cannot see her very clearly and when 
I come closer she has vanished. The dog is barking furiously. 
He is by the water. It is a stream with very wild-running water. 
The dog jumps into the stream and so do L Swimming is 
difficult but it is nice. Then the dog is on the shore again. l ie 
has caught a hare. I shouldn't have allowed him to run loose. He 
gobbles the animal up at once. He says he was hungry- Then he 
says, "Let's walk on." 

We cross a little bridge and arrive at a village, The first thing 
we do is look for a cafe. There the dog laps up a bowl full of 
water. The cafe owner is a fat man- At a table sit two old 
women and a girl. I join them and 1 ask the girl whether she 
was the girl I saw behind the bushes. She laughs. She is 
wearing a little white hat, and thai tallies. Then 1 ask her if she 
would like to come out with me and she agrees. The two 
women go on chattering. I ask her if she would like to go in a 
canoe and she says she would. She sits in the front. The dog sits 
on the bow, 

I take the girl by the waist and I want to cuddle her. Then I 
am necking with her while the canoe moves on regardless. I feel 
wild, I can do anything I like. Then I pull the canoe onto the 
hank. It is a grassy bank and there is a little shed. We lie in the 
grass. The dog is running around. We are petting furiously. It is 
very exciting, It makes me feel good. We romp and roll about. 
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There is beer and other drinks too. I am holding her in my 
arms. She has beautiful eyes. I am very surprised at myself. I 
didn't know I could do this. Now I am lying on my back 
looking at the sun, fantasizing a little. 

Then we go back to the canoe. The dog is having fun. We 
row back, against the current, to the village. I take her to her 
house and then I sit on a terrace for a while to catch my breath. 

A Sign of Life 

That is what you might call the horse: a sign of life, and in that 
capacity the animal arrives just in time. The furnace stoker was at 
the end of his tether, going around in circles without the prospect 
of anything other than work. No hope of any encouragement. 
You get more and more stuck in a rut. Why should you try your 
best any longer? There is nothing that can give meaning to your 
life anyway. There is no friend, male or female, to whom you can 
devote yourself, and the days are dull. All contacts with other 
people have become overshadowed by fear and so there is nothing 
left for you to do but withdraw in your loneliness. 

And as we have seen earlier, the horse comes to rescue his mas- 
ter. Not that the master knows anything about it. He doesn't even 
know that he is the master. This dawns on him only gradually. 
As a result of all the tugging and pulling at the stoker's coat, and 
the horse licking him, the message comes across that this man on 
the coal car must be set free. A few moments later you are on your 
way to a new future together. The instinctive first push toward 
this was given by the horse. The whole process of awakening 
consciousness that should now ensue will have to be accom- 
plished by you, as a horseman, It is a process which leads you 
from one surprise to the next. 

You arrive at a castle which you have never seen before and 
where festivities are in progress. The stoker is alive and kicking 
again, he joins a friend of his, and after drinking a pint of beer he 
is suddenly gone. You yourself are not taking any part in any- 
thing and you are left behind on your own. No friend for you. 
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You are predestined for something else. Your duties are at a higher 
level. This is made clear to you by a circle of knights who them- 
selves have no time to look after the princess. That task has been 
reserved for you of all people, even though you are the least expe- 
rienced in such matters. It is possible that there once lived a prin- 
cess inside you, but she had never before manifested herself, fl 
Now it seems that the time has come. When you approach her, 
over there in the circle, she suddenly gets up and throws herself 
about your neck. This is something that can happen to anybody, 
and it is now happening to you: namely, that the female part of 
yourself has emerged. Your task now consists in uniting this part 
with what you already knew before. If you succeed, new possibil- 
ities will become available to you, particularly in your contact 
with other people. Perhaps also in your contacts with women, 
but we cannot be altogether sure about that yet- At this moment 
you still have a very different opinion about it, so we shall have to 
wait and see how these things develop. 

All these changes begin at once. The unconscious part of the 
horse rider, represented by the princess, takes the initiative* She 
falls about his neck and kisses him and when they arrive at the 
castle she even becomes rather over- insistent and this is more 
than he is able to cope with at this moment. He has to go back to 
his horse for a while. But in fact, it was the horse that arranged 
the whole thing in the first place. It is therefore reasonable to ex- 
pect that the story which began here will be continued according 
to plan. 

As it happens, the horse rider has already been touched by a 
spark, for a moment later, when he thinks he has discovered a 
plot against the princess, he does not hesitate to take up his 
knightly duties. Once again we see a gardener and his wife en- 
gaged in sinister activities; they are mixing poison, by which they 
hope, just like the witch from the beginning of the story, to pre- 
vent the future from happening. They will not succeed. In the 
first place, the horse rider tries to frustrate their plan by warning 
the princess, but he is unable to persuade her. She does not be- 
lieve him. However, she proves stronger than he expected. She 
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can make things change into their opposites, and it is just as well 
that she has this ability because her task is going to be exactly 
that. As for him, he starts off at the far end of the line, but he is 
being con gra tula ted nevertheless- How strange, to stand there 
being congratulated and not knowing why. Unless you believe 
that fate can be reversed. Perhaps that belief is born here. 

The following scene forms the starting point for treatment of 
the sexual problem. While the girl is feeding the chickens, the 
cockerel begins to make his presence known, high up in the tower, 
You might say he is blowing his own horn, and he can be heard 
clearly, even though, to be frank, his crowing meets with little 
favor. He ought to keep quiet, because he is disturbing the peace. 

The girl with the curly hair, however, is imperturbable. She 
comes to fetch him back from his walk and then does something 
which he does not like at all. She is acting very demonstratively 
with that wooden plank of hers, It ends in a squabble, though not 
for long, for immediately afterward there follows a scene with a 
clown, a scene that is difficult to understand. The clown is stabbed 
to death and buried along with the wooden plunk. It is as though 
it is suggested that these two parts of the persona had better be 
put out of action. With regard to the clown, it actually fits in witli 
what you yourself did earlier to the Christ figure, who also had a 
clown's head. You must have something against the clown. The 
way has now been cleared for the baby, as a symbol of new life. 

Everything has been shaken up: the princess has prepared the 
way for the encounter with the girl with the curly hair. The vari- 
ous complications have contributed to the forging of a bond, 
What about all the other feelings you are aware of having? The 
knowledge that you feel attracted to younger boys must surely 
still be there? And the fact that for this reason you felt a tremen- 
dous inner struggle? This aspect of yourself is also presented in 
an image, albeit very fleetingiy: a boy climbs over the castle wall* 
covered in pitch, which lay as a turbid mass in the moat. What 
should I do, what do I want, what do I fear? The boy runs to the 
other side and you run away in order not to have to meet him. 
Presumably this wasn't just a trivial decision taken on the spur of 
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the moment. At least it seemed as though the horse rider was 
planning to leave for good. He joins a small family with the aim of 
building a new existence somewhere else- The castle has become 
too unsafe a position* One thing is clear : you don't want to be a 
fool What you want is to build up a new life, something for your- 
self. But what can be done about the story that lias just been set 
into motion? It follows its course re ^ardiess* After all, you are 
still riding your brown horse, aren*t you? The horse will see to it 
that the course taken thus far will be continued. 

The flight is interrupted dramatically. Everything suddenly 
topples into a ravine. The language of the images can hardly be 
called mild. Although the full into the ravine does not lead to in- 
jury, the experience is nevertheless a painful one. The initial plan 
cannot be carried out* For the time being, no cosy tittle cottage 
for you. 

Your path is deflected, and you are led once again to the girl 
with the curly hair. If it was unavoidable to meet her, you would 
have preferred not to do so in a state of near-drowning. On the 
other hand, it is doubtful whether in that case you would ever 
have gone out of your way to look for her* Luckily, you are wel- 
comed with real sympathy, and so the sun breaks through the 
clouds again. Together you are washed up on the beach near the 
shepherd, and for a very brief time you are in paradise. Why then 
should this idyll he disturbed yet again? We can only guess at the 
reason, To do so it is necessary to investigate the image of the 
black beetle, to discover what this insect signifies in other situa- 
tions; v It might represent your worry about the growth of feelings 
that are not yet allowed to exist, for instance sexual feelings* The 
image would then imply that you are unconsciously reproaching 
yourself for these feelings. The beetle is therefore immediately 
trampled into the ground, At the same time, however, the idyllic 
scene has vanished as well. Once again, the witch appears. This is 
a heavy punishment, with which you must learn to come to 
terms, Maybe it would be sensible to allow more scope to the 
things that go on in your mind and to give expression to these in 
your encounters. 
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In a symbolic way this is exactly what you now set out to do: 
you settle once and for all with what went wrong just now so you 
can start with a clean slate. It is not a clean slate, though. It is 
more than that, it is a slate with a flower on it and a moment later 
with a little girt on it as well. You have to learn something that 
was interrupted very early in your life. To do so, you receive a 
flower, which you give to the little girl. The lesson is soon learned. 
The flower is the symbol for certain feelings, and these you give to 
the girl. When you were on the beach this could not yet happen, 
but now the way has been cleared for it. Let us have a look at the 
result. The horses walk in front. Behind them a hearse emerges 
from the water. Is is hardly possible to think of a greater contrast. 
Water is the symbol of life-energy, of the source of life, and out of 
the water rises a hearse. In the hearse lies a princess, and she 
appears to be dead. A moment later it turns out that she was 
merely asleep. So what was she, dead or asleep? We can draw 
a comparison here. When we become conscious of something, 
something that was dead comes to life again. So the princess is 
awakened for a second time. You wake her by giving her not one 
flower but a whole bunch. You obviously intend to show her 
more of your feelings. No sooner thought than done, and you tell 
her about your shyness with girls. And when it appears that she 
respects these feelings, without allowing herself to he inhibited in 
her actions, you are able to take the initiative and you kiss her a 
few times. And then you have learned enough for one day. 

A new guide appears and this time it is the dog. This becomes 
a rather more personal relationship than the one you had with the 
horse, and as a result the story as a whole begins to take a more 
personal turn. What is clear from the start is that the dog reflects 
something of what goes on in the mind of the master, and vice 
versa. Yet the dog is always a step ahead. He is out for adventure 
and runs where his nose leads him. You yourself are far more un- 
certain, so you will have to sniff things out very carefully. Just as 
suddenly as the dog catches a hare, so you plunge straight into a 
cafe and invite a girl out. How are you suddenly brave enough to 
do that? It doesn't matter. Maybe you learned it from the dog. At 
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any rate, crazy things are happening and I cai^t follow all of it. 
But never mind, perhaps the fact that the dog chased after a hare 
will provide an explanation. 

For this reason we will keep an eye on the dog for a bit longer. 
He has meanwhile caught the hare* If we take as our starting 
point that nothing in these stories is a coincidence, it would make 
sense to examine what the hare as an animal-symbol could possi- 
bly represent. 

The hare is of highborn origin. In mythology, the hare used to 
be linked with the moon and therefore with tin- moon-goddess, 
who guaranteed fertility and the constant renewal of life- 5 

In a narrower sense the hare was seen as a sexual symbol and 
in this respect the fact that the dog eats the hare forms a sort of 
introduction to the events that follow. 

But the hare also stands for fear, because of its ability to sleep 
with its eyes open, and this, together with the speed with which 
it can run, enables us to say a lew tilings about fear, In this par- 
ticular case the fear-hare is eaten up, and when this happens the 
fear has gone and you can return to action. 

The dog shows his master the* way and shows him how to deal 
with fear. Instead of allowing yourself to be brought to a halt on 
the way toward inner renewal, it is possible to sidestep the tear. 

In the cafe the dog laps up a bowlful of water. He is thirsty and 
it seems that you are thirsty too > when you see the girl, the same 
girl as you thought you had seen behind the bushes. Your thirst is 
of a very different kind and you head straight for the girl and sug- 
gest that the two of you go in search of adventure together* 

And indeed it turns out to be a great adventure* What has hap- 
pened to your shyness? There is nothing left of it* The fear-hare 
has been gobbled up. In the canoe, with the dog sitting on the 
bow, you can even stop steering. The canoe continues on its way 
all by itself and everything points to it that this first love adven- 
ture will be a great success* 

Romping and fondling in the grass. Drinks arriving from 
somewhere. "I didn't know I could to this." And it is true, in real- 
ity you can't, not yet, but it won't be long. The inner revolution, 



34 



THE WISE OLD MAN 



which has been in progress for quite a longtime already, ever since 
the first imagination to be precise, is now gathering momentum. 

And it appears that even such explicit symbolism has to be 
seen in a broader context, There is much more at stake. There is 
an inner revolution going on, through which the fear that still 
threatens to block your path must be overcome. 

The future, which seemed blocked, has now been made free. 
You can start to fantasize about what you are going to do with it. 

The Old Man and His Sketch Book 

A bird is sitting in front of me. It is the duck. It seems that we 
are about to go off Hying again. The trip does not take long this 
time- We are already on the descent again, and as we go down 
we dive underneath a hat. Hey, wasn't there somebody under 
that hat? Yes, I can see now, there is a very old man under it, 
with gray hair and wearing a very long white rube- His 
shoulders are stooping and he leans on a stick. I help him along 
and ask who he is. "I am a wise old man,' 1 he says, "Great, 
maybe I can ask him some things," I think. 

It occurs to me that I always feel very anxious when I am near 
older women and also near women of my own age. I ask the old 
man if he knows why this is so. He says there is no need to be 
anxious. Then he points, and i see a girl standing near by, "She 
is a nice girl," he says. Meanwhile he strokes my hair. 

I want to ask him whether it would really be possible for me 
to fall in love w ith a girL I feel so uncertain about it. The old 
man clearly understands what I wanted to ask. He holds me 
closely against him and I see that at the same time he is 
comforting a very small baby. It is a naked little boy, about two 
or three years old, I have a feeling as though I am that little hoy. 
"This little boy has been very cold " he says. 

Then he points to the stained glass window of a church. 
There is a picture of a cockerel in it. You must go to the Virgin 
Mnry, he says, I ask him to come with me, because I always 
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used to be very frightened in church- He says he'll come- We 
enter the church together. 

Inside the church it is very dark. I see another old man, with 
a big beard and a mean face. Water is being poured on his head. 
A kind of baptism presumably. Now I also see the face of a 
black woman with white hair. The wise man is with me. I tell 
him that I am afraid of these people and that I feel as if I want to 
start a fight. He says, "You'd better not do that, youYl better 
take a careful look at them- Maybe they have something for you 
or know something that will be useful to you," 

Now I see an altar covered with a white sheet and with a 
beautiful crown on it. The man with the horrid face puts the 
crown on the head of the black woman. I say that i like the 
crown very much but that I am scared of the black face. The 
woman says she can see I am scared. I ask her whether she has 
something for me. She does not reply. Then I take her by the 
hand It is a beautiful hand and I stroke it. Suddenly the black 
mask falls away, but there is a hideous face under it* I stroke the 
ugly face. Then it suddenly becomes very beautiful. She says, 
"You have made me better." I say that I can now see her better 
too. At that moment the big open mouth of an animal, of a 
crocodile, goes past. 

I quickly huddle up against the old man. I lis face also keeps 
changing but I trust him nil the same, "What should I do 
now?" I say. He picks up a book with pictures and shows me a 
drawing. I see two figures in turn: a little boy and a man of 
about thirty who is in great pain. The little boy is laughing. 

The old man asks if I would like to go on a bike ride with 
him. He himself is at this moment riding a very old bike- A 
ridiculous sight, actually. I tell him I always fed awful when I 
am on a bike. "Why should that be?" he asks, I say I always feel 
that I don't belong* He asks whether I think this is still the case, 
because those awful feelings are no longer there all the time* 
"That is true, I can really enjoy myself now, but there are still a 
lot of things I dare not do. I would like to try those. I am still 
rather frightened of going outside " He says, "That may well 
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remain so for a long time, but it doesn't get you any further." I 
ask if he will come to the bakery with me. He says that's okay, 
and so we go on the bike together. "You can tell me all about 
what is going on inside you," he says, "the others won't hear." 
When we enter the bakery he says, "What is happening?" "I feel 
warm and excited but not afraid," I tell him. The baker's wife 
comes forward and serves me. I want some apple turnovers and 
some rolls and my mind is occupied with the various things in 
the glass show case, mid 1 am no longer scared. "This is how it 
should be, you're going to be all right," says the man. The 
woman talks to me. I grow warm all over, at the thought that I 
can do this! I feel very happy. That this should be possible! 

The man smiles. I can cry as much as I like. The woman does 
not notice anything. 

Now a hand and a pencil can be seen. The pencil is drawing 
a small flower. A pigeon comes along and flies away with the 
flower. I follow him. The pigeon gives the flower to a girl with 
a large hat. When I go up to the girl she gives me the flower. I 
ask her if she knows the pigeon, because she waved to him. 

"Yes," she says, "he always brings me something nice." 

"Are you pleased with the flower?" she asks. "Yes," I say, 
"but I feel unsure. There is something behind it which makes 
me not altogether trust it. I still feel hesitant, I still can't bring 
myself to think that something is really beautiful and to be 
confident that things are really okay with me." 

Then she gives me a large bunch of roses. It brings a lump to 
my throat. She says, "You have earned them." I realize that it is 
upsetting me and I just stand there looking at the flowers. She 
asks me if I am finding it difficult to feel good. I look at her and 
see a kitten lying on the brim of her hat. The kitten is purring 
contentedly. That is exactly the kind of feeling I am unable to 
have. She says the kitten feels at home with her. 

Then the old man appears again. He has a doll in his hand. I 
tell him about the woman and the roses. Then he gives the doll 
to me. I am not too sure what to do with it. It is quite a nice 
doll. The old man strokes its hair. Then he says that the doll is 
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the small child in me which feels good "And when it feels bad 
you notice it in your tummy," he says- "You have to trust that 
little child inside you," 

"But I thought I was supposed to be !>i# and strong," I 
object, 

"That is not enough," he says, "You must be able to feel 
good, and then you can do anything," 
'Td like to try that," I say. 

Then he leafs through his sketch book. He points at a picture 
of an old-fashioned lamp on the ceiling* If is the lamp we used 
to have at home, when I was little. I see the little boy from 
earlier on, 

"What do you know about him?" asks the man. 

"He's a nice little boy," I say, "but he is scared and restless." 

"If you think he is nice, then surely you can trust him?" 

"Yes, I can, but he should have had more warmth," 

"You can give him warmth, can't you?" 

I do so, and the child is happy, I see he is thinking up plans 
for the future* I am glad to have such a happy little boy with 
me. That way I myself can make something of my life too* 

We ought to visit each other more often. 

The Core of thk Self 

With the appearance of the Wise Old Man we have entered a de- 
cisive stage in the development, He is regarded as one of the fig- 
ures that can be found in the immediate vicinity of the core of the 
Self. From the description you give of him, it is clear that he does 
not shrink from behaving comically. He is dressed in a long white 
robe, a sign of his dignity, but at the same time he is riding an 
old-fashioned bicycle. He k the sort of person one ought to have a 
certain respect for, because his wisdom is great, while at the same 
time he is someone with whom it is possible to have an ordinary 
conversation. 

The relation of trust between you has come about very quickly 
and this enables you very soon to start talking about one of the 
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things you find most puzzling. After your exciting adventures 
with the girl in the meadow* certain questions have risen in your 
mind, Would it hv possible, after all, for you to fall in love with a 
girl? Are all the things you had assumed about yourself in this 
respect not true? Your fear when meeting women and girls is 
surely still there? I think you are very brave to speak about these 
things so directly. The "old fellow," as you call him, is not easily 
shocked. He takes the bull by the horns without any ado. He 
shows you a girl so that you can get used to the idea, and he 
makes it clear that there is no need for the little boy inside you to 
be afraid. 

And then he sends you straight to the Virgin Mary- We must 
consider this carefully, because a church is not the place where 
you have your best memories, and to you Mary does not have a 
trustworthy face. Everything in the church has been overshad- 
owed by the anxious moments you usee I tn spend there in the 
company of your parents- You were always afraid that something 
might happen to them there, to your parents, and that you would 
then not know what to do. 

In some way or other your trust will have to be restored, before 
you can get any further with the other problem, Ci Go and see if 
she has something for you," says the wise man. She has some- 
thing indeed, but before you can receive it you will have to change 
your attitude toward h^r. Your tender solicitude makes her face 
change and now you can see her differently. 

For the second time you see the dragon or the crocodile near 
Mary and it is as though this animal, as a representation of the 
threatening aspect of the feminine, is about to lose its sharp teeth/* 

The way the wise old man tackles the problem is amazing. He 
does not disguise anything but confronts you directly with your 
difficulties. On the other hand he does not abandon you to cope 
on your own. Whenever you succeed in overcoming a small part 
of your fear, you feel better as a result. And when the threats be- 
come too great, his reassuring presence is always a help to you. 
The old man, as a representation of the core of the Self, steers 
toward a rearrangement of the past, thereby clearing the way for 
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all the things that cause you so much worry in the daily reality of 
your life. 

It is as if you yourself are now ready for it as well* for you are 
telling him of your difficulty in entering stores and doing shop- 
ping. Enough trust has been built up for you to go to him with 
very concrete problems. Once again it is demonstrated how reso- 
lute a person lie is. First he asks you a number of informative 
questions about what exactly these unhappy feelings are like, of 
not belonging and so on. Then he suggests you tackle them. In 
order to do so it is first of all necessary to find a good part of your- 
self. In some way or other he knows that you don't have these 
miserable feelings all the time. There are times when you are able 
to enjoy yourself. Armed with this strong side of yourself, you set 
out together. 

Once again the motto is: "Don't fuss Just get on with the job." 
Your feelings of anxiety occur mostly when you are imagining 
what happens at moments when you are getting stuck, when you 
have a teeling as though you can't escape. You get into a terrible 
panic then, and you VI like nothing better than to sink into the 
ground, without anyone knowing. The wise man says, "That 
may well remain so for a long time, but it doesn't get you any 
further/ 1 This gives you the bright idea of asking him to go to the 
bakery with him. He agrees and reminds you that he exists only 
inside you, and that therefore nobody else can see him. So you 
can talk to him without any worry, because nobody will notice 
anything. You can talk to him about all the awful feelings that 
keep rising up inside you. The strange thing though, is that 
those feelings don't come any more. His invisible presence is suf- 
ficient to reassure you and you are therefore able to concentrate 
on all the nice food you want to buy. You are even able to notice 
the friendly face of the baker's wife. Everything is going smoothly. 

"That's how it should be," says the man. Of course, now you 
can enter the bakery with a quiet mind. Whenever an unhappy 
feeling arises, you can talk about it with him* Naturally, not all 
your problems will be solved all at once. You have had far too 
many unfortunate experiences* Step by step you will be able to 
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get rid of the problems and with each good experience your self- 
confidence will grow. 

At this point the earlier story h picked up again. The man 
makes St clear to you that boys don't only havr to bi brave and 
strong. There is room for the little boy inside them as well, In- 
deedj the little boy is very important, because he still knows what 
it is to have fun, as long as you look after him properly. Without 
the little boy you would turn into a mere roughneck. Warmth h 
what you need. 

The Unknown Alphabet 

In front of me crawls a snake with a three-forked tongue. It 
reminds me of the pain I have been feeling ever since I met the 
girl. In reality, S mean. She was nice to nw and yet it gave me a 
stabbing pain. The snake looks menacing > but I look steadily at 
him and that keeps turn quiet. The old man is near by. With his 
stick he is keeping the snake at bay, I tell him what is on my 
mind and I say I want to do something about it. Then the stick 
that the man is holding changes into a dung-fork with three 
prongs, and he is making stabbing movements with it in my 
direction. I don't understand- It is not like him at all to do that. 
"That is exactly it," he says, and he gives me the fork. "This 
thing is yours," he says. "You can feel those stabs coming at you, 
but they are your own and you can do something good with 
them. You don't need to worry about the pain, because you can 
do something with it " I tell him that I sense vaguely what he 
means, but that I would like to do something about it 

Meanwhile the fork has become a spade in my hands. Wait a 
moment, that means 1 can hack the snake to pieces and shovel it 
under the sand. The old man nods approvingly. 

Then he takes up his picture book again and turns to a page 
with trees and shrubs and with a very Fat goose on it. The goose 
tries to fly but it is so heavy that it keeps falling to the ground* I 
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am supposed to go on a journey with this goose. We manage to 
get up in the air and soon afterward land in the water. We can 
make better progress there. The bird chatters profusely, but 
I tell him I want to work on this pain of mine. "Come along 
then," says the goose and points to a door which is locked. The 
keys hang beside it. I open the door and all at once all manner of 
things come rolling out. Lots of little glass pebbles. Very sharp. 
Lots of little diamonds, right in front of my feet, I feel them at 
my bare feet and they produce the same sharp pain. 

Meanwhile the goose has swum away- I want to enter by the 
door but I can't get across the mountain of pebbles. Nor can I 
pick them up with my bare hands. What am I to do? Suddenly I 
see a beautiful girl approaching, with a glittering ring on her 
finger. She has an emery cloth with her and starts rubbing one 
of the pebbles to make it smooth. She gives it a lovely shape. I 
tell her I think she is making it very lovely but that at this rate it 
will take us five years to finish. Then I remember I had a shovel 
with me earlier on, I pick it up again and shovel the pebbles to 
one side. Now that ] have seen what the girl did with them 1 
they don't hurt so much any more, 

Behind the door it is pitch-dark. The girl has just finished 
another pebble and she gives it to me to take with me, because 
it sheds a small amount of light, for indoors, I haven^t nearly 
finished with that black den in there yet, It gives me a horrible, 
dark feeling again- I have to step across a pile of junk. Lots of 
branches covered in white mildew. Yet I want to go on. Nobody 
has been here for years. Here and there burns a candle. On a 
stone slab lies a person with a cloth over him. It is a boy of 
about fifteen- The woman removes the cloth from him- The boy 
is alive and I see his hard-on- I put the cloth over him again and 
the woman gives him a hug. 1 ask the boy where he has been. 
The woman replies that he has missed a lot but that she has 
now woken him up. He says that everything has stood still. He 
asks me where I have come from, I tell him about the rubbish I 
had to step across and what it was like outside- Then he says he 
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wants to go in the opposite direction. The three of us continue 
on our way. He walks between us. 

It becomes lighter ahead. 1 can see a princess over there. She 
is wearing the glass pebbles in her hair and on her dress. The 
boy rushes into her arms. Slu* puts a long cloak around him. 
Then we walk on. I myself am now that boy. The princess 
points behind her. Everything I have left behind is there. 
Then she points ahead. In front of us is a vast landscape. She 
says, "How quiet you have become!'* That is true. It is too 
overwhelming. I cannot quite take it in yet, I want to ask the 
old man about it. This time he is carrying a very small book 
with him, with letters in it. They look like a kind of Roman 
letters which I can't read. I say to him, "1 can't read any of that! 1 ' 
He says, "You can learn to read such letters." I tell him that the 
princess and I are standing in front of a vast landscape together 
and that it would be a great help to me if only I could manage to 
take a few steps. I ask him if he could please give me a little 
push. Instead, he gives me an old lamp to take with me. Very 
briefly I glimpse a tall, pointed mountain. I feel an urge to start 
climbing again, as I have so often felt before. But I don't do it 
this time. I don't have to prove myself any more. I prefer to stay 
on ground level. A feeling of tranquility fills me. 

The Sharp Edges of Happiness 

There are so many things to be noticed in a story like yours. If 
you had to search for the exact interpretation, there would be 
room for a great deal of hairsplitting. Let us resist that temptation 
and simply concentrate on the things that strike us most. This is 
what you yourself have to do all the time in that fabulous inner 
world of yours. At every moment you are faced with the question: 
what am I to do with this, and what does what I see do to me? It 
is the same with me when I listen to you and hear about all your 
adventures. 

Well then, my attention is drawn by the three-forked tongue of 
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the snake and the three prongs of the dung fork, Admittedly, this 
is partly because I have read something about it. We will speak of 
that later* Meanwhile, the old man nods with approval when you 
chop the snake to pieces. In order to do so you have used the tool 
that was handed to you, and this is, of course, what matters. The 
fact that a snake has been lost is of no great consequence- The old 
man knows better than we do that the snake cannot really be got 
rid of. The snake is eternal and is bound to turn up again some- 
where or other. Snakes often represent life that renews itself. Its 
special attribute in this case is the three-forked tongue. The im- 
portance of this ts underlined by the old man when he points a 
three-pronged fork at you. In India this trident is the attribute of 
the god Shiva and has a very special significance- It stands for 
past, present, aiid future; or for the basic attributes of the per- 
ceivable world: Becoming, Being, and Decaying/ 1 Seen in this 
light, the three-forked tongue, with which your story here be- 
gins,, is :i succinct summary of wha1 you are about to experience 
immediately afterward. You are busy taking leave of the past. In 
the past you were accustomed to sorrow and pain from which it 
was impossible to free yourself. In the inner world, however, grief 
and pain are no incontrovertible facts, "You can do something 
with it," says the old man. This is a difficult message, because we 
are not used to such possibilities. Quite rightly, you ask him 
whether you are really allowed to do something with it, so that 
you may experience the truth of what he says. 

The Hit goose, which finds it so hard to get oil' the ground, is a 
good guide. You yourself also find tt hard to get ollthr ground, 
One tiling is certain, the goose is [lot stupid. He know r s how to 
break through to the future, where there are new possibilities, 
and he has hung the keys beside the door in advance. 

The key to the future, which is here being given to you, leads 
you into a cave, That is the place where we can find the aban- 
doned parts of our Self. When you have told the goose that you 
want to do something about your pain, which has accompanied 
your feelings of happiness, he shows you the way to this cave. So 
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that is where the answer must lie. You find a piece of yourself 
there: the boy of fifteen, just about to enter upon sexual maturity, 
had been left behind in the unconscious Self and that was why 
your own growth remained deprived of that essential element. It 
is understandable that you have not yet overcome your contusion 
about these things. In mythology, the cave was the place where 
the goddess of nature lived, and to judge by your story she lives 
there still. Now that you have succeeded in finding the entrance 
to this cave, she proves able to awaken the boy in you to new life, 
so that you can assimilate him into your existence. That is what 
you can do about your pain: make sure that the boy will once 
again become a part of your conscious Self, and then the pain will 
gradually disappear. 

Together with the woman from the cave you take the boy out- 
side and, sure enough, a Fusion then takes place. "I myself am 
now that boy," you say, and as you say it an essential change has 
occurred in your life. You will have to get used to the idea that 
from now on this happiness can be yours. Whether all the pain 
will now have gone for ever is another question, for happiness is a 
very vulnerable possession and you have to have courage to live 
with it. 

The vast landscape in front of you immediately overwhelms 
you. It is too immense to comprehend all at once. So much space 
and air to breathe in, it is too much. Quickly back to the old man 
to ask him if he can give you a little push. But the masterful thera- 
pist has other things on his mind. You were a little disappointed 
by that. You are fobbed off with an old lamp and as an honest-to- 
goodness Boy Scout you know that such lamps do not cast their 
light very far. What use is it to you? But you soon discover that 
the old man's wisdom is operating here too. The lamp does not 
give much light and that is a good thing. It means that you can 
see no further ahead than one meter at a time. Step by step is his 
motto. Don't try to conquer the whole landscape all at once and 
i xm 1 1 1 > the first mountain you see. 

This is a fairly random point at which to leave you. The in- 
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structive process in our imaginal world is never at an end. For the 
scope of this book it seems a good point to say goodbye. The road 
to the future is open and I wish you all the best on your journey. 

Dealing with Inner Images 

I knew that I sometimes had dreams from which I later 
remembered images, usually of concrete experiences and 
situations, f was also familiar with daydreams and fantasies. But 
I was not aware that I would be able to see images or 
representations and make them up myself. It was therefore a 
strange sensation to close my eyes and start seeing all kinds of 
fantastic images just like that. Especially at the beginning I 
needed to concentrate very hard, because the images often 
changed or faded very rapidly- It was a great help to relate aloud 
what I saw, to give descriptions and say what sort of feelings 
attended each image- 
It is not altogether clear to me whether while I am telling my 
story I am actually directing the imaginations. Even when I am 
not relating anything I still follow the developments and see 
new images appearing all the time, but then they do not so 
easily form a story* It can happen that I receive a lot of very 
different images, following one after another, which do not seem 
to have anything to do with one another. On the one hand, I can 
sometimes exercise influence and intervene in situations. For 
instance, I was able to stop a witch from carrying out her evil 
designs on a child. On the other hand, at a given moment I 
wanted to see the face of a girl I was able to see only in outline, 
but however hard I concentrated, I could not see her face* At 
another time I was in a cemetery and wanted to get away. I did, 
but then I came back to it by a roundabout way without 
wanting to* 

The images evoke all kinds of feelings: fear, grief, happiness, 
security. It was a reassuring thought to have someone near me 
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who could give me instructions, especially when I was getting 
frightened. The most important remarks spoken to me were: 

"Can you make contact with V y on "Can you talk to him or 

her?" By making contact with a person of whom I was 
frightened, I became aware of my own strength. In this way I 
learned to slay monsters and render witches harmless. 
Afterward I would have a sense of relief. 

These helpful remarks caused me to be more actively 
involved with the images. With the result that I began to feel 
more confident in looking at them and was able to view them 
more calmly and with detachment* Being involved with images 
is a very intensive activity. Sometimes I am extremely tired after 
only fifteen minutes. Then I lose my concentration and the 
images start running into one another or they become vague, 
and then I stop. The effect the images have on me is the same as 
a dream. After unpleasant images I feel bad and if they have 
been pleasant I feel moved, 1 have noticed that examining the 
images had a systematic influence on my dreams. It is as if I 
were making a Fresh journey through my life, starting in early 
childhood and gradually moving toward puberty and beyond. 
The thoughts I had during the day also had their parallels in the 
images. So there was an air of repetition about it all, except that 
I can now exercise influence on what happens, which used not 
to be the case. 

The events that occurred in fairy -tale-like surroundings, in 
castles and among knights and princesses, would suddenly 
alternate with very concrete situations, such as I had 
experienced in the past- Even when I had completely forgotten 
them, I was right back in the middle of them. They were as real 
and clear as if they were happening here and now, with the 
same smells, sounds, and feelings as before. Unbelievable. With 
the only difference that this time I was able to be more active. 
Sometimes I would even be terribly aggressive, but also 
persuasive. I was able to say what was on my mind and make 
the situations more bearable for myself. Many of these 
flashbacks had to do with my old home. At first this confused 



SETTLING ACCOUNTS WITH THE PAST 



me, but because both the therapist and I wrote everything down, 
1 slowly began to see a very clear line in the events. Especially at 
the beginning my images were very unhappy, so that I started 
to think that they were doing me more harm than good. The 
therapist then told me that the images would gradually become 
better. This was explained to me with the aid of developments 
in the imaginations, Sometimes the explanations were very 
surprising, so that I became more and more enthusiastic and 
also more curious. Writing then down was helpful, but from 
time to time it was an awful chore as well, because it made me 
experience everything all over again. It wasn't until much later 
that I could bring myself to read the stories again* 



2- SETTLING AN INNER 
CONFLICT 




The Boy with the Fair Hair 

On a parking lot stands a minibus with young people in it. A 
boy with feir hair beckons me to go with them. After driving for 
a while we arrive at a campsite in the dunes near the sea. A tent 
is put up, but nobody talks to me, I feel myself getting angry. 
It is as if I do not belong. When it becomes clear that there is 
nothing I can do about it, I decide to leave. 

The boy with the fair hair follows me. It is important to me 
that he should understand me, The boy is sad* I realize that my 
anger is more like sadness too. I have to explain something very 
important to him, which makes me very anxious. From a 
distance I now see myself talking to him. I am in two places at 
once and so I am able to tell him something without being 
Frightened. It seems to give me much relief. It all looks very self- 
evident and easy, yet I cannot get any closer. Quite 1 the contrary, 
I am walking away from him now, 

iVIy path leads straight into the sea. The waves wash over me 
and I arrive in a large hall under water. There I see a circle of 
black figures coming to warn me. I must go away from there* 
because otherwise the whole house will collapse* Through an 
opening I get out of the hall, but here too then 1 are black figures 
that want to touch me. I am frightened out of my wits and I hit 
out and lash about me, because I don't want them to touch me, 
They won't stop, until I escape from the circle and slowly drift 
upward. On the beach I climb back into myself and spend the 
night in a tent* 

The next day I walk into the dunes again. There is a large 
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llock of black birds pointing the way to a dip in the dunes. 
There lies the fair-haired boy ? he is wounded. When I come 
closer he takes on a terrifying appearance. When I shrink back, 
his face becomes ordinary again, He stretches out his arms 
toward me, but I stand as if nailed to the ground. There is a 
thick wall around me, which prevents me from getting closer to 
him, and so I cannot explain anything either* 

Dejectedly I walk away and a moment later I am in a cellar. 
Through a little window I can see lots of legs walking down the 
street. The people are walking behind a cart with black birds 
sitting on it. It is hearse. The Fair-haired boy is being buried. 
At the cemetery he stands beside me and explains that it 
concerns a part of him which has c aused a wall to exist between 
us. From now on he will always be accessible to me> but I may 
also go away if I wish* I cannot lose him again* 

The Dividing Wall 

At the beginning of this therapy 1 was hoping for concrete 
solutions to concrete problems. I had been working on this for 
several years but the only thing I achieved was that it became 
easier to talk about my problems. J had hardly found any 
solutions- My feelings had become strengthened and had come 
to the surface more. But I still wasn't able to live with them- I 
continued to find everything pointless and useless, especially 
myself. 

I then allowed myself three months to try out this new 
therapy- I found it difficult to believe that the images that 
occurred to nu- mighi have an influence on my daily life. I knew 
from books what you had to clo to be able to live together with 
other people, but I could not feel it personally and I also 
couldn't believe that people really loved me. What I experienced 
in the images and in the stories in which I took part was 
detached from the rest of my life- 1 knew that the sy mbols were 
very ancient and that the theory had been thoroughly worked 
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out, but all the same, I kept being assailed by doubts. In the end 
I still had to do it all by myself and I felt rejected. 

The theory about the unconscious seemed very plausible to 
me, but mostly as it applied to other people, not to myself, That 
is why it took a long time before I was able to draw connections 
between the "fantasies" and my daily life. Very gradually I 
began to see and feel what certain symbols stood far. The theory 
then became less important, I began to discover that the events 
of the week influenced the images, and the other way around. 

But my doubts were stubborn, and my problems remained as 
they were. At some moments I was even finding life more 
difficult than before. My panic and anxiety increased. There 
were times when I no longer dared be alone. In all my twenty- 
eight years I had never, as a woman on my own, found life so 
difficult. One thing was sure, 1 could no longer deny that the 
images were of influence. 

These outpourings of yours from the early days make it clear 
to me that things weren't going very well between us. There was 
a wall between you and other people and therefore also between 
you and me. Not a wall of hostility, built on purpose. More a nec- 
essary evil. Without that wall you would at that moment not have 
been able to cope. It was an essential protection, but a very un- 
satisfactory one, and a great obstacle to us in our efforts to work 
together successfully. It couldn't be helped, because it was ob- 
viously not feasible to get rid of the wall just for one hour of 
therapy in the week. Our working relationship is therefore per- 
force somewhat imperfect at the moment, and we can only hope 
that it will gradually improve. 1 

This problem of the dividing wall between you and other people 
is what we are here concerned with. The imagination about the 
boy with the fair hair makes it painfully clear: you would love to 
make contact, but for reasons that are for the moment incompre- 
hensible you are prevented from doing so by a huge barrier of 
l'< 'in-. The fact that you so badly wanted to make contact was 
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probably the reason why you felt you had to explain something to 
him, so that there would be no misunderstanding between you, 
What exactly it was that had to be explained will perhaps remain 
a secret for ever At any rate you yourself never found out what 
w-iih said there, and neither did 1. Maybe the boy will be able to 
leil you one day. 

Here then is the strange possibility that an unconscious part of 
you transmits a message while the conscious part watches from a 
distance- You know that your message has come across and that it 
has brought relief, no more. And you had no feelings of anxi- 
ety when this happened, because the operation was probably 
necessary. 2 

For a time there is a certain duplication* A moment later you 
leave and then something threatens to go wrong- The dark be- 
ings you see moving across the wallpaper at home at night also 
come to spoil your life here. They threaten to touch you and this 
makes you feel sick with fear. Just in the nick of time you see a 
chance to talk to them briefly; you have to rise to the surface, be- 
cause otherwise the whole house will collapse. That is to say, the 
dark figures make you fear that your whole personality will cave 
in and this is too great a threat tor you to continue your journey 
under water. The unknown terrain down below will for the pres- 
ent remain unknown to you and therefore also unloved. 

The next morning the black birds are there* They introduce a 
funeral, hi this inner world, dying and being buried do not have 
the same meaning as they have outside; they represent a return 
into the unconscious, and although this implies a form of leave- 
iaking^ there is also the possibility of a return. 

So this is what the boy tells you: the part that creates a division 
between you is relegated to the unconscious, because otherwise it 
would prevent all movement. For the time being you two can 
make contact only in a certain way. Of course this is unsatisfac- 
tory, but for the moment it has to be. Perhaps there will be a 
better opportunity later, once the barrier of tear has been broken 
down. 
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A Grandfather in Shirt. Sleeves 

The weather is sunny and I see vast wheat fields all around. 
There are many bees and dragon flies in the air. Beyond a bend 
in the road a lake is just visible, with lots of reeds growing along 
the bank. When I come closer I see a jetty and a little boat 
moored by it. 

I decide to get into the boat and take a little trip. In the 
middle of the lake is an island with lots of trees. Standing 
among the trees is a small shed. My boat drifts onto the beach. 
On the shore I hear the sound of a saw. I am rather frightened of 
going there. 

When I arrive at the shed I see an old man with curly hair, in 
shirt sleeves. He is smoking a pipe and looks like a grandfather. 
There is a bench nearby on which I can sit. The man has almost 
finished chopping logs for the fire. He looks as if he is waiting. 

I ask who he is, A wind has come up and the man now looks 
much larger. He is something that is eternal, and this has to do 
with weather and wind and rain. He emanates strength. 

I tell him that I find it all rather difficult to understand. He 
looks at me kindly and invites me to come with him. In a 
strange way he is very important to me. 1 feel as though I am 
becoming smaller. Then he makes a large, all-embracing 
gesture and says that this is a place which encompasses 
everything. There is a rock and a wood. Water pours down from 
the rock and there is a cave in the rock face. The wind is still 
blowing. In this place sunlight is very important and I see there 
is also a fire. It is only a small place and yet it has everything. 
The old man himself is life. When I look at him I understand 
why he says he is eternal. Thus everything acquires a meaning. 

Then he takes me back again. I notice that I feel confused. 
All the small things are big here. I myself have become smaller 
than I was before. What he is trying to explain is too big to be 
believed in every day. "That is why it is eternal," he says. 

The old man says something about the feelings I carry in me. 
He tells me that I should move on. It is important for me to have 
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seen the island. "The one cannot exist without the other having 
existed," he says. He also makes something clear to me about 
the feelings I carry within me* "Experiencing what is ahead of 
you makes sense only when it becomes eternal and goes on 
existing. You can't escape it. Feelings which you t:arry within 
you exist in order that you may get to know them. Then you 
will know what life is and why it exists" Then he takes me back 
to the boat. 

And His Name Is "Eternal" 

Sometimes you say, "I have only an outside and no inside*" You 
notice this especially in your contacts with other people and with 
animals- You feel nothing. Only when you are with plants are you 
able to feel something. 

Nor do you like it when people waffle about expressing their 
emotions; when they talk in that vein you suddenly become very 
cynical. And all that bleating about sweet little lambs in the 
spring, you have no use for that either, You don't believe in it, 
and this is your way of keeping a firm hold. 

The fair-haired young man went too far. lie made it clear that 
he cared about you but that was quite impossible. Contact, yes, 
okay, but only with regard to the external things of life and with- 
out touching each other. That is why a large part of him had to be 
buried, and this was probably his inner part- 
Yet this is not what you ultimately have in mind, even though 
you are glad that for the time being you don't need to worry. 
There seems to be something deliberate about this whole story. 
Why did it all have to happen in this way? After a moment the 
trail seems to continue, The young man has vanished but now 
another^ older man appears who sends out strong radiation, and 
he too starts talking about emotions- 

The driving principle in the story now becomes visible; your 
path leads to a boat and it is immediately clear what you have to 
do: you have to get into that boat/ 1 

Sailing on the water you discover an island and there you meet 
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the old man, who behaves in a reserved but at the same time im- 
pressive way. There is a mysterious haze around him, as if he 
knew what is behind everything— perhaps in this case I should 
say what is inside everything. His name is Eternal, and the first 
thin^ he does is show you his tiny island. This proves to be mean- 
ingful, because, although it is a very small island, everything is 
present on it Nothing has been forgotten, Even when things die 
away, they can still re-emerge in some way or other, as is the case 
with the inner side of the young man, or so we must hope. 

You don't need to believe in this every day, because the world 
he is talking about goes on revolving for ever and ever. So what is 
the gist of his remarks? He is saying something about your emo- 
tions. It seems as if your emotions don't exist any longer, but he 
claims that they are still present. They are always present and 
your task is to get to know them. The events in your life and per^ 
haps also in these imaginations are intended to make you get to 
know life* 



The Village with the Shadows 

I am on a voyage in a space ship. Its shape resembles that of a 
spinning top. We are about to land. It is pitch-dark, as if we 
were entering a cave* 

Inside the cave there are corridors* crisscrossed this way and 
that, as in a labyrinth, We land on water, and I am floating. The 
space ship has changed into a cage which lies on the water. We 
arrive at a place where it is lighter, It is the open sea, The cage 
remains near the shore. After a time I am washed up on the 
beach, where I see the most peculiar beings walking around, 
They are robots with one, two, and three eyes. The robots take 
me with them to the village which is not far away from there. 
There is a village square with roadside cafes and at one oF these 
I sit (low 

I am sitting at a table with a few other people. They ask me 
where I have come from* I don\ know the answer to that. I say I 
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have just been washed up on the shore and that I don't really 
know how I got there and even less where I have come from. 
Then they ask me who I am. When I look at myself I see a 
whole tot of loose faces, without any connection between them. I 
find this very confusing, I can't make head or tail of it. Nor am I 
able to answer the question. I don't know who I am. Then I ask 
those people with whom I am sitting what kind of a village this 
is- They say this village is well known because shadows are 
collected here. They wash up on the beach and sometimes 
people come here to fetch their shadows back. 

And sure enough, when I look around 1 see people walking 
around with their shadows. I can see my shadow as well. I 
recognize it at once, This shadow of mine has to do with my 
feelings. To my question whether I can get my shadow back, 
they say that I cannot get it back just yet. I will have to wait till 
later. 

Then the spinning top comes flying along once more* I have 
to get in again. The shadows that have not yet been collected 
are all being carefully tidied away. People are very busy with 
this, they want to clear everything up properly. Then I vanish 
into space again. 

That Doomed Feeling 

When we talk to each other between imaginations, I have on oc- 
casion heard you speak about feelings. At home, in the evening, 
when you are on your own, you feel sad and angry, though you 
don't know about what. In your contact with other people this 
has all disappeared now. There is only one thing you still have to 
worry about People must not come too close to you. And most of 
all, they must not touch you* They will be allowed to do that only 
when you have; become completely without feeling, you say* So 
where do you put your feelings? 

The story of the village with the shadows provides the begin- 
ning of an answer to this question. You might have read C G, 
Jung's book about the shadow, but I know you haven't. The 
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word shadow simply occurs here, all by itself, and nothing com- 
plicated is said about them. People can lose their shadows. Some- 
how or other it is possible to uncouple that annoying dark fellow- 
traveler from yourself and leave it behind somewhere. 1 In this 
strange village you see people walking around with their shad- 
ows and you even see your own. It has something to do with your 
feelings, you say. It would seem, then, that you have begun to 
make very negative judgments about your feelings- It is always 
difficult to face up to these negative aspects, but you have now 
detached yourself completely from your shadow and you have 
gone off without it. What can have happened, that you found it 
necessary to doom your feelings so totally? You don't know and I 
don't know either. We can find out the answer only when you are 
able to meet your shadow again and pluck up enough courage to 
confront it. The beginning is there: you have caught a glimpse of 
your -shadow. 

At this moment you know only that your main difficulties lie in 
your contacts with men, and therefore also with your father, and 
that in order to be on the safe side you have continued your jour- 
ney with regard only to the external. When, down there in the 
village, you have to answer the question of who you are, you have 
no answer. You can see nothing but separate faces. Sometimes 
you put on one face and then again another, just as it happens or 
as is required. 

If you are to get your shadow back, you will have to wait until 
the developments have progressed sufficiently. I don 1 t suppose 
you like to hear this, but it is probably said with good reason- 
Facing up to those condemned feelings is no small matter. It will 
require a great deal of courage and strength, and it looks as if the 
first condition is the creation of a safe climate. 



A Strange Fisherman 

I am in a tunnel and I see two headlights in the distance. There 
is a great deal of noise which is coming nearer. It is a train. The 
tunnel in which 1 am is very narrow. I am hit and I have a 
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feeling as though half of me is ripped away- I notice that my 
outline has gone. This is a bewildering feeling but at the same 
time light, I have a feeling as though I have lost something, but 
I don't want it back either. It is as if I am closer to myself like 
this* I am aware that I am walking. It is still very strange. As if 
I have lost control to some extent. 

Outside the tunnel there is a proper path leading between the 
mountains. A small cart is standing by the side. It is quiet here. 
There are some animals: a hedgehog and a few rabbits. A white 
rabbit is sitting in front of me and looks at me. He is very 
reassuring and soft. I ask him where I am supposed to go. He 
points at the cart and indicates that I am allowed to use it, A few 
more rabbits come along to set the cart in motion* It runs on 
rails. As soon as we have started to move the rabbits jump off. 
Now I ride on alone. 

Down below, someone is fishing in a narrow stream. He 
walks to the rails and is able to stop the cart. He is obviously 
there in order to meet me. Now that I have arrived he goes back 
to the wate r, lie dors something very strange. He is not 
catching any fish- What he catches appear to be icicles. They are 
of different shapes. He already has a whole pile lying beside him. 
He does not seem to notice that the ice on the bank is melting. 
How pointless this is. 

Then the fisherman begins to talk to me. He explains that 
there is nothing pointless about it. He simply fishes up whatever 
does not belong in the stream. When the ice has melted it is 
allowed to flow back into the stream again. 

He also shows me that there are nets in the water and that 
therefore a wall of icicles has been formed. I don\ understand 
why he is fishing only those few out of the water. He explains 
that by picking out the heaviest ones he is making a 
breakthrough possible. Now I myself go further down the bank. 
I look at the stream for a while and then I see exactly what he 
means. The sun shines through the water here, and you can see 
colors that penetrate deep down into the water. Higher up the 
stream this was different. The ice acted as a mirror up there, 
reflecting all the light. 
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In this way warmth can also penetrate into the water. 
The banks are covered with greenery and I see trees standing 
along the water's edge. 



The Cool Facade 

You've come back for another session. Sometimes I wonder why 
you do- The concrete problems for which you come are still 
there, the same as ever and it does not look as if anything is being 
done about them* 

So for you have been told only that your feelings will come 
back, but that won 1 ! help you much with getting through the 
week. At the same time we must remember that when your feel- 
ings do come back, quite a few of those concrete problems will 
have been solved at the same time. Even so, it seems to me that 
what you have gained so far doesn't amount to very much. 

Let us have another look at the images, to see whether perhaps 
any hope can be derived from them, An accident happened to 
you, down there in that railroad tunnel. Is there any glimmer of 
good luck in that? Your exterior has been ripped away. What do 
you have left? It is certainly true that people can still get ahead 
who have nothing at all. In any case, you don*t mind in the least 
having lost your exterior- You'd rather be without than with- It 
wasn't of much use to you anyway, wlis it. From the outside you 
seem big and strong. No one would ever guess you were troubled 
by some huge life-size problem. Now that this accident has hap- 
pened to your exterior you will have to realize that this situation 
will change. People will notice something about you now- They 
will probably be aware that there is something the matter with 
you. You yourself will notice it too. You will discover that you are 
walking by yourself and that you are getting closer to yourself. 
This will probably mean that you arc also going to get closer to 
others- 

How should we imagine this, if your cool facade is taken away 
from you? The white rabbit will show you what it is like. He has 
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put you on the track of that cunning fisherman. It is really too 
rrazy for words. A fisherman fishing for icicles, what on earth are 
to make of that! He tells you something about a breakthrough 
I hat is being made possible. It will allow the water to flow through 
more easily. 

You yourself discover yet another effect, The water is acquir- 
ing more color and the colors can penetrate deeper into the water. 
If we could now for a moment assume that colors are rather like 
findings, then this might seem to be a small step in the right 
direction. 

In this way your life might acquire more warmth. Stranger 
still, this must already be happening. Yet you have noticed that 
there are lots more icicles still under the water, and the fisherman 
is acting cautiously* He does not pull everything out of the water 
at once* And then there is a net as well, holding all the ice back. 
Do you know the icicles in your daily life, and do you know how 
they hold back the sunlight so that it is refracted from the surface 
of the water? 



The Castle That Keeps Something Imprisoned 

In the distance is a point to which I am being drawn. I am 
standing In the middle of a yellow landscape, very ripe and very 
round. It is an area of round hills and the trees are also standing 
in semicircles, with their crowns bending toward the earth. All 
the colors I see are shades of yellow, even the streets and the 
houses, and yet it IS not sunny. 

I walk down a path. In the distance lies a village. It is a very 
gentle landscape. The houses of the village look like those in a 
picture by Anton Pieck, Every house has something different 
about it, a water butt or some kind of special signboard* There 
are people that look like dolls. They are small and fat and 
round, it is as if they are looking at me, as if I am being 
overtaken. I walk through the village and turn into a path that 



60 



THE WISE OLD MAN 



leads upward. It leads up a hill with a castle on it. Everything 
about the castle is round too, including the turrets. 

All the time I am being sucked hack to the village. The wind 
moves the signboards which show me the way back to the inn. 
The door of the inn is open and I enter. Everything inside is 
made of wood. I take a seat by the bar. There is another person 
sitting beside me. It is a young man wearing some kind of 
uniform* I ask him why I am here. All the time I hear 
something about a task. It has something to do with the castle, 
The young man speaks in images- 1 see a kind of oven. People 
are waiting for me. There are also two horses. 'Hie story isn't 
very clear to me- There is something which is being held 
imprisoned here, that is all I can make out. And it also has 
something to do with that yellow color that every tiling lias, even 
though there is no sun- There is something very dark in the 
castle, which is stopping everything. 

Outside, the horses are drinking from a trough. Now 1 am 
riding one of these horses- The young man is on the other horse* 
He is riding in front. We are going in the direction of the castle- 
The closer we get to it, the colder the air becomes, A wall has 
been built around the castle, whb pointed hits of glass all along 
the top- The horse I am riding is a dark one. Both animals are 
restless. I know there is something that has to be released. We 
dismount and continue on foot. Inside the castle, we can hear 
the sounds of a party. Everywhere in the grounds there are 
small black figures to be seen. They are covered in black cloth 
with holes tor the eyes. 

I know I must get away from here fast. They are waiting for 
me in the castle. 

I must hurry, before they find out what has happened- I am 
given a horse to ride. When I am already a long way off, I see 
the roof of the castle opening up, A big flock of black birds 
comes swarming out of it, in my direction* I must try to get to 
the forest. Wc are going very last. The horse stumbles and I 
start running- When 1 reach the forest the birds have just missed 
me- There is a frontier which they cannot cross. In the forest 
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there is one more yellow tree, pointing toward the ground. I go 
to that tree to sit down and rest. 

Weeks have gone by since I was at the castle. I want to try to 
find it again. 

The landscape in which I am now is white with snow. The 
snow makes a crunchy sound under my feet. The village is still 
there, but this time I enter it from a different direction. There is 
a thick blanket of snow on everything and it is very quiet. In 
some of the houses there is light. Many houses have their 
shutters closed. The snow lies banked up high against the 
doors. It is difficult tt> rm>gni/.e the shapes of things. The inn is 
still there. Its doorstep has been swept clean. There are lots of 
people inside. It is warm in there and a big fire is burning in the 
hearth. The people are sitting in a circle around the fire. There 
is something odd about the sound, A meeting is in progress but 
I cannot understand a word of what is being said. The boy is 
there too. He is sitting opposite me and has recognized me. 
There is something friendly about him. I wait till the meeting is 
over and then I ask him what has happened to the village. 

He speaks in images again. Something is wrong with the 
castle. The castle does not fit in with the village, There is 
something black inside it which holds back the water that 
would normally How into the stream. It is a long story. The 
villagers have just been discussing ways in which the castle 
could be removed. Efforts have already been made, but because 
there is ice all around it they have not been able to set fire to it. 
And besides, it never occurred to them that the trouble was not 
eally the castle itself but what was inside it. The boy and I have 
oth seen people in it. Perhaps it would be possible for me to go 
o the castle, since I was expected there. That is why I am 
robably the only person who could knock at the door there, 
ut I want all these people here to come with me and hide in 
he grounds around the castle. Then I won't feel so alone. They 
re frightened, I gather. I am angry. It isn*t fair what goes on 
tween the castle and the village. The villagers have to pay for 
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everything. The castle has complete control over them. They 
have nowhere to turn any more. 

On the way they tell me what goes on up there. When I enter 
I come upon a large number of figures in black standing in a 
circle. They try to touch me. I don't want them to touch me. I 
am very angry because of what they are doing to the village and 
I start kicking and lashing out. 

What I do is not enough, there are too many of them. I 
defend myself on all sides but I cannot prevent them from 
touching me. I open my eyes and give them a withering look. 
That helps, it makes them frightened, I am extremely angry 
with them. Now that they are shrinking hack, I look for the 
exit, I can reach it without hindrance, Outside, the people are 
waiting for me. They surround me and take me back to the 
village. There they look after me, I have become very cold. 
Blankets are being fetched and the fire is stoked up higher. 
They have put me on a bench by the window. When 1 look out 
I can see the castle, I can see it, but something is happening to 
it. It is caving in, completely. Only some of the foundations 
remain. 

The Wicked Plan Fails 

The yrlknv landscape in which you are walking is at the same 
time friendly and strange. Everything is round and gentle, but 
how can everything be yellow when there is no sun? Meanwhile 
you have found out how important the sun is. It makes it easier 
for you to see through the surface of the water. It allows color and 
feeling to enter into your life. What is going on here? Have all the 
colors disappeared? 

You know from experience in your daily life that it doesn't take 
much for the whole business to be stuck fast again. A firm ap- 
proach appeals to you. No messing about. All that pussyfooting, 
can't it ever stop? Of course it can stop, but the price would be 
high. You would have to take yourself firmly in hand. Your prol> 



SETTLING AN INNER CONFLICT 63 

leni seems to be that you would like to have feelings but that you 
are at the same time afraid of them. This dilemma causes a great 
deal of tension. And then you have to fight all the harder to get 
rid of the tension. 

When we enter the village we see some of that fight. You set off 
for the castle at once, Do you think that is where you most be- 
long? You are being pulled; there is another part of you which 
does not agree, does not agree with the fact that you choose sides 
without due thought. You are sent back to the cafe and there it is 
explained to you that a dark power rules in the castle, holding 
something imprisoned which is badly needed by the village and 
the area surrounding iL 

During the conversation it is as if you are gradually being per- 
suaded. The young man introduces the notion that something 
has to be released and that he needs you to carry out this task. 
You are expected at the castle and he clearly thinks it would be a 
good idea to use this as the starting point for the rescue plan. He 
has already prepared two horses, and then you find yourself in a 
strangely ambiguous position. You could enter the castle, be- 
cause you have been invited. You could approach the cordon of 
black figures around the castle, because you feel that the idea of 
guard duty suits yon. Hut there is also something exciting in the 
wicked plan of the young man* To open a window, while a party 
is in full swing inside. This sort of thing has been done before. 

How is it that you have confidence in this young man? Are you 
quite sure he will oiler you enough protec tion if anything goes 
wrong? You have probably dismissed the fisherman's warning a 
little too lightheartedly. He was not in favor of taking down the 
entire barrier in one go. Take it easy, that was his motto. It is not 
surprising that the abrupt pulling open of the window gives you 
quite a big fright, and you are forced to take flight. You are right, 
you have become a wiser person . The castle is in control of some- 
thing vital, Vital not only to the villagers but also to you. All feel- 
ings are imprisoned in the castle and are being closely guarded. 
Letting them go by opening a window is not sufficient to free 
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them properly. You will have to strike back at the frightening 
dark force of the black birds, which you have escaped only by a 
hair's breadth. 

It way this moment in the story that became a central point in 
your struggle to conquer your difficulties. While in the imagina- 
tion the experience of being pursued was not exactly pleasant, 
you had a far worse time of it in the evening after, at home, After 
hours of torment you came to the conclusion that the images 
really did have an influence on your lite- On the one hand, their 
influence was bad, because you were frightened out of your wits. 
On the other hand, it was also a favorable influence. At the next 
session, to my utter amazement, you wanted to go back to that 
village and that castle. If that was the place where you were 
stuck, you wanted to go right back and sort things out. 

The next sequence of imaginations shows how you were able 
to make this coo [headed decision. Winn you returned to the vil- 
lage, everything was completely frozen oven So that was your re- 
action to those anxious hours. Everything that had been stirred 
up there was stuck fast in the ice. Your feelings were further away 
than ever. A strategy for survival had begun inside you, to main- 
tain life through the winter of famine until the sie^e would end. 

When in that village you are given another chance to talk to 
the young man, it becomes clear to you that an age-old battle is 
being fought here, The castle has the power to block the flow of 
water and the villagers try to fight this by threatening the castle 
with tire- It is a fight between fire and water- 5 When you have 
taken .stock of the situation it is clear to you: the castle holds the 
highest trump cards- There are not many fires left in the village. 

And then a decision is made which will not be reconsidered: 
you choose sides once and for alL Stranger still, you not only take 
your stand on the side of the villagers, but you even take charge. 
To begin with, this means you have to become a spy. Before the 
fight can be fought, more and better information is needed. The 
enterprise is partly an innocent one; after all, you are responding 
to an invitation and this must imply that you are welcome there. 
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You are partly aware of the clanger, for you know about all those 
black birds. It is as if the villagers sense what a courageous enter- 
prise this is. They decide to accompany you on your mission, all 
of them together. For the time being this is no more than moral 
support. They are too afraid to enter the castle with you. 

Your unsuspecting trust proves to have been unjustified. As 
soon as you enter the castle, the black force that reigns there 
comes bearing down on you with its full weight. It is a hopeless 
struggle, no doubt about that. And yet something happens. On 
your way to the castle, a tremendous feeling of anger had risen in 
you. You were particularly outraged at the unjust exploitation of 
the villagers. This anger is precisely what is now so useful to you 
in your fight against the black figures. They are trying shame- 
lessly to break through your taboo by touching you. During this 
imagination it was clear from your expression that you were try- 
ing to keep those evildoers away from you by kicking and hitting. 
You succeeded only in part and you had to flee once again. Icy 
cold and chilled to the bone you emerge from the ice palace and 
are welcomed by the villagers. In these grim circumstances you 
are able to receive a little bit of warmth, which is in itself some- 
thing of a miracle, considering that nothing is more threatening 
to you than warmth. Yet you succeed in absorbing a very small 
amount of it. 

The parallels with your daily life become more numerous. It is 
impossible to say what kind of relationship really exists between 
the events in the imaginations and what you experience in real 
life. There is no simple causal relationship. That is why I speak of 
parallels, because at this time you are beginning to mention things 
like the fact that you sometimes burst out angrily when some- 
thing happened at work that you didn't like. And you tell me also 
that you are now finding it almost impossible to deny that there 
are people who really care about you. Until that moment you had 
regarded every positive approach as belonging to the world of 
mere polite gestures that had no true inner content or motive. 

It is still only a crack in the ice and a tiny chink in the wall: 
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there are things that can no longer be denied. Neither the influ- 
ence of the images nor the influence of an inner reality, as ex- 
pressed by the behavior of the people, can be disputed any longer. 

In the images there is a strange relation between good and evil. 
There is no clear either-or. Earlier on, the little black figures 
under the water already said they had your well-being at heart, 
and now they are driving you into the arms of these villagers. It 
seems that in spite of your failure in the struggle a victory has 
been gained nevertheless. The castle falls down, but whether this 
can be seen as a true victory will have to become clear in what 
follows next. 



The Situation Worsens Visibly 

When I return to the cafe I find the place in chaos. There is no 
one about. The furniture is broken, I can hear some sounds, 
though* Then an elderly man comes in, looking dejected. To my 
question as to what has happened here, I am once again shown 
the answer in images: many people have died, but a few are ^til! 
alive. 'Hie cafe had become too big for use. All the woodwork is 
now being chopped up for firewood. I follow him to a smaller 
room. It is chock-a-block with people all sitting; about doing 
nothing. 'I "hey look defeated, I try to make it clear to them that 
it is stupid, the way they are behaving, but they don't listen and 
they don't look at me. Then a few more people enter, wearing 
thick clothing, It is becoming quite unbearable in here. I w ant 
them to leave the door open, we ought to get some movement in 
the place, I fetch some snow from outside and throw it on the 
fire, This soon makes it cooler. Then at last a few people go out* 
I want all of them to go outside but they don't move, I daren't 
touch them either, but I want them to get out. Then I open the 
windows as welL That helps. 

The rest I do with my eyes. They notice this, because they 
get angry, I have a feeling that I am stronger than they are, But 
they keep sitting together in a huddle and I want them to start 
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tidying up the cafe and the village- And after that the people 
who have been snowed in must be freed as welL And fires have 
to be lit in order to melt the snow, I am angry because all this 
time they have been doing nothing. Things are doing a little bit 
better now, but I kirp having to watch these people, or they 
stop working again, Their faces are beginning to have more 
expression. And it seems as if I can hear music. They are 
becoming more alive again, I know I have to remain angry , 
though, if anything is to be changed here. For the moment they 
are not allowed back in the cafe, First all the work has to be 
finished. Good, now I don't want to look at them any more for 
awhile. 

The next time it is a dark day, 1 walk around the square 
where there are still banks of snow, A good deal of work has 
been done, I can see that, but at this moment no one is in sight. 
All the tools lie scattered around. 

In the cafe there are people. They are wounded and covered 
in blisters. A first aid post has been set up. They all look very 
miserable. There has been an attack by birds, they tell me. A 
great flock of them swooped down on the village, 

I look out the window, It seems as if the castle is there again. 
I feel that I am afraid, now that the castle has come back. The 
people have noticed it too, the castle has risen from its ruins. 
This is most disheartening. For the moment nothing much can 
be done, they say, because they have to regain their strength 
first. They are also worried that they will not manage tu get 
through the winter* The enemy is too powerful and as so little 
success has been achieved, everybody is beginning to lose heart, 
I cannot stand it any longer and I begin to cry. It is as if 
everyone is laughing at me* 

Then I hear them say that contact has been made with the 
castle. Up there, they are planning to maintain our state of 
exhaustion. Their power has grown. We in the village must 
think of something that they are not aware of. It must be 
something that will frighten them- Some kind of recovery must 



68 THE WISE OLD MAN 

be achieved here, over which the castle has no power. But I 
can't see how that can be done. First of all, there must be a fire 
in every home. Outside the village I have noticed plenty of trees, 
so we ought to be able to light fires. The people are beginning to 
regain a bit of imagination* 

As I am i n the company of these people I now dare cast a 
brief glance at the castle again. It looks horribly triumphant. 
But at the same time this might be their weakness. I don't feel 
defeated yet. All we need is time to work out a plan. 

This time I approach the village by a different route, 1 find 
myself level with the castle. It is still grim winter weather and 
this gives me a safe feeling, because it means I can hide behind 
the banks of snow. I can look through the windows. There are 
lots of glittering instruments inside- There is an industrial air 
about the place. Plans are being prepared En there, I notice. 
Something is being done with computers, and cameras are 
aimed at the village. This allows them to observe all movement 
and activity down there. All the data are put into the computer 
and this enables them to take action veiy quickly, 

Down in the village I see smoke circling up everywhere. This 
causes confusion in the castle: the number of people does not 
tally with the number of fires. I hurry back to the village, On 
the way, lots of dark blotches come hovering around my head, 
which act like electrified wires. When I arrive in the village I 
still see the smoke circling up but the people look vacant. They 
don't have much wood left. They behave as if all their strength 
has gone. I had better go and get some of those li ttle black 
figures from my castle. Perhaps I can use them to scare the 
people a bit. Indeed I succeed, for they take to their heels at 
once. I walk all around the village with those black blotches, 
because I want everyone to realize that it is not yet safe here, I 
succeed. All the villagers come out of their houses, I show them 
the way to the trees, because the fires must be kept burning. 

Meanwhile 1 have made contact with the castle. Confusion 
still reigns up there, and has in Fact increased* They are 
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counting on it that down in the village everyone sits waiting 
despondently for things to happen, A new confusion has arisen 
now, because footprints have been detected all over the place^ of 
people who have gone to collect wood. The castle is expanding. 
This is probably because they are trying to gain more strength. 
But they are not aware that I know how it all works. We must 
see how we can turn the tide- 
One thing is certain, there should be more life in the village. 
All the shutters should be taken away from the windows. Then 
I show the people in images what the village could look like. In 
fact, they should be doing the exact opposite of what they are 
doing. Next time I want to see the market square swept clean 
and a market being held, 

Then I see the boy approaching with whom I opened the 
window in the castle earlier on. There is a look of recognition in 
his eyes. At last someone who understands me. We decide that 
there ought to be sounds and smells. He is able to work with 
sound boxes and moreover he knows everybody in the village 
and what everyone can do. I also explain to him that there ought 
to be far more people. Dolls must be made, so that up there in 
the castle there will be even more confusion. It won't be possible 
to get everything done at once, but there will come a time when 
there woirt be any more snow. Then this will be a very fine 
village and at the place where the castle is now there will be 
something very different A funfair will appear there, with a 
roller coaster and a Big Dipper. And it will be spring, the time 
for spring cleaning. 



The Iron Lady 

This must be a real disappointment to you: the collapse of the 
castle has not led to an improvement in the situation in the vil- 
lage. On the contrary, there is famine and people are suffering 
)ain, Some are dead, others wounded. The castle clearly had an- 
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other function besides being a symbol of a hostile power, It kept 
the black force more or less within bounds. Now disaster has 
struck the village. There are casualties to be mourned/" 1 

The military forces of which you have taken charge are now 
totally demoralized. Your commands are not being folio wed- 
There is no longer any possibility of communication. This makes 
you angry again and you decide to rule with a strong hand. More 
of the same, that is your motto. You throw out the last little fire. 
You actually adopt the fighting tactics of the castle. Snow over it. 
If there is to be more fire, then there will first have to be less. 
Slowly things begin to liven up a little. 

What does all this have to do with you? In our conversations 
you said that for many years you did all kinds of things in order to 
draw attention to yourself, so that it would at least seem as if 
people cared about you. To achieve this end you took extreme 
measures, like inflicting injuries upon yourself, in order to get a 
certain amount of attention. It did not have much effect, but it 
was important as a substitute all the same. 

Here in the village you stir up the people to take notice of the 
injured victims buried under the snow. It seems like fighting 
against a brick wall. The number of injured is increasing and 
there is a general air of despondency. The castle has risen again. 

The triumph of the castle even seems to have grown. This is a 
minor error of judgment on the part of the opposite side. They 
should not have been so proud, You are beginning to get a glimpse 
of the strategy that is being employed, and then the iron lady in- 
side you stands up. If war has to be waged, you can play your 
part. The end appears to justify the means. Now that you have 
seen that those in the castle act in a purely calculating way and 
observe all the movements in the village, the time has come to use 
cunning. You partly succeed in doing so, but the villagers remain 
the weak link in the chain. They are outdone every time. 

Your despair must have reached its peak because you now set 
off to collect arms from near by the castle. Those little black fig- 
ures of which you yourself were so afraid earlier on, you now use 
against the people on your own side in order to set them on their 
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feet again and get them to replenish the stock of firewood. This is 
how you deal with yourself too. Crying is no use, give them 
the whip. 

An Old Acquaintance Returns 

I stumble over toadstools. Mist hangs close above the ground. 
The toadstools are growing near the stumps of felled trees. I feel 
all kinds of obstacles under the snow. The wind comes toward 
me. There is a smell of smoke. Now the village comes into view. 
Smoke can be seen everywhere. At last the ground becomes 
visible in patches among the houses. It is quiet. In the village 
square the snow has all been swept to the side. When I enter the 
cafi' 1 sec a wheel turning with lots of images on it. I can stop it 
turn i ng, and then 1 realize what is going on: the people are all 
busy in a large shed. They have made something that looks like 
a railroad engine. There is a great deal of activity. Someone is 
standing by the door. It is a man, he is talking animatedly. There 
have been many setbacks and there are many casualties, but the 
fires have gone on burning all the time. With the engine they 
will be able to push the snow aside more easily. For the first 
time I see that everybody is really working hard. They have 
realised that fire can be used to good purpose, and that it can 
have an effect on the castle. I ask them who has managed to 
achieve this. It is a young person with a radiant face. It is the 
same boy as last time, but I had not seen him so clearly before. 
He looks very strong. Now I am walking through the streets. It 
is busy. I keep having to step aside. There is something strange 
about it all, because the people aren't real. They are merely 
painted, to give the appearance that there are many of us. 

Now I arrive at a house where someone is sick. I can see this 
in a double image. There is also a boy, the same one that I met 
some months ago at the campsite in the dunes. I see again 
before me how I buried him that time and how he himself stood 
watching me. Here, too, he is double, as before, for he is 
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standing by his own sickbed. The boy tries to explain 
something to me: "He is no different from what I am myself," 
he says. When I ask whether I can help him we go outside 
together. Suddenly I remember what he said at the moment of 
his buriaL "What is being buried here is only that part of me 
that causes a wall to exist between us. From now on you will 
always be able to reach me, but you may also go away if you 
want, because you can never get rid of me" This has all come 
true, I think. I have gone away from him because I could not 
bear having him so close by. As we are walking outside together 
he explains to me that the villagers must first gain some more 
strength before we are able to fight against the castle, Briefly I 
sec the image of the sick boy in the bed, "This is not a trick," 
he says, "X am alive when you are here and I am sick when you 
stay away. n 

The Masculine Counterpole 

Time and again we have seen that the frozen water does not have 
a proper counterpart- The little fires in the village were too weak 
and too few in number- 

You have succeeded in getting people to work, by force and 
especially by frightening them, but you also need a certain per- 
spective. It is necessary to develop vision. You need that for your- 
self, If all you do is constantly exert yourself without any relief 
you can't keep going in the long run. Gradually something like a 
vision is born in you- One day the time will come when there is 
no longer any snow on the ground. It will be spring then, and 
you cannot imagine anything more wonderful than spring time, 
with a fairground. 

This is what you keep saying both to yourself and to the people, 
and at last some progress can be made* The young man, with 
whom you opened the window at the castle, has come back. He 
represents the lost part of yourself, your male counterpart- 7 Once, 
very long ago, yon met him as the young man with the fair hair 
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and now he has come back from somewhere. Or have you come 
back from somewhere? 

Whichever it is* yon had lost each other, and much of your 
trouble was due to this fact. The health-giving equilibrium be- 
tween the male and female elements had been completely lost* 
Now that the mechanization in the village has got underway, you 
wonder who is the mastermind behind it. On inquiry it appears 
to be a radiant young man. 

Al l kinds of things are changing in you- a vision has developed, 
you act purposefully, and, perhaps most important of all, you are 
no longer alone in taking initiatives. The young man does some- 
thing too. But he can act only under certain conditions. You be- 
come aware of this when you stand by his sickbed. When you are 
in contact with him, he is alive. If you go away from him, he is 
sick. ( )f course you dmvt have a great deal of influence over this. 
If you did, you would have fixed tilings long ago. No, there an- 
unconscious causes which so far have prevented you from suc- 
ceeding, and even now you succeed only partly. 

Looking at it superficially, you might say that if the male pole 
has been lost from sight, it should surely be possible to go on 
living with only the female pole. But it isn't as simple as that. The 
young man himself has hinted as much; he is sick when you leave 
him. But the reverse is true as well; when he leaves the scene you 
are very sick indeed* Not that you are aware of this every minute 
of the day, but as soon as you are on your own for a moment or 
when, in some personal contact, you have to reveal yourself, you 
are unable to do what other women can do. The female pole then 
proves to be impaired as well. 

A Three-Cornered Game of Checkers 



e view is immense. 1 am standing with my back to a wood. 
There is a frontier here- Before me lies a vast winter landscape, 
with the village In the middle. Behind me, in the wood, the 
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climate is quite different. There are not many leaves on the 
trees, but there is no longer any snow on the ground. In the sky 
the clouds also run up against a frontier Along a certain 
invisible line they turn back again. It gives me a feeling of 
observing something which is finite. 

For the first time some of the stores are open in the village, I 
go to the cafe- Inside, some people are playing a game* There 
are three of them> all men, playing at a three-cornered board 
with checkers on it, I don't know this game. It is very quiet in 
here. I want to go outside again, because something isn't right. 
Certain things are missing. Although there are some people in 
the street, none of them carry any shopping with them* 

In the shed there is a lot of noise* There are large boards on 
the wall on which rows of names are written with crosses after 
them. Behind a table five people are filling out forms* They are 
writing up work schedules for teams of workers. A great deal 
has been done, I hear, and yet the village is in a bad state. 
Instead of apathy there is now activity but nothing else. There is 
a certain amount of life > but there is less and less to eat 

Meanwhile I have gone in search of the young man, but he is 
nowhere to be found in the village, I keep seeing an image of a 
road behind the castle- I see the boy sitting there- Something 
has happened to him. He seems to be wounded. And there is 
something around him which makes it impossible ibr me to get 
to him. The castle has locked him inside an invisible ball. A big 
black monster with three legs lias captured him and thrown him 
by the side of the road. When I come close to the ball I feel fear. 
I must go and fetch help- 1 put a glove near him and go back to 
the village to get assistance. There 1 see the three men from the 
cafe- They are on their way to the boy but they are carrying 
their checkerboard with them. We have to be quick, because 
dark clouds are gathering behind the castle. Then I see that the 
checkerboard has been put down in front of the boy. The three 
men take each other by the hand, thus forming another triangle. 
The legs of the two triangles intersect, forming a star. In a 
strange way there is now a central point and the boy is exactly at 
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that point. Now something has snapped and I can hear thunder 
and wind. The boy has come out of the ball. I pick up the glove 
and I know that we must hurry away from here. It is hailing ice 
cubes now, so that the castle is no longer to be seen. The three 
men are standing around us and form a cupola in which we sit. 
They have not survived. When we arrive at the village I ask 
everyone to come out. I know that those three men want to he 
burned. They are lying in a place where people have been 
burned previously. I don't know why, but I want to watch the 
burning. There is an enormous funeral pyre, on which the three 
men are lying. 1 know that what happens here is good. But it is 
terrible to see. When the fire goes down, everybody turns 
round. The boy has stayed with me. I gather In: wanted to go to 
the castle, but an attack was made on him. If this had not 
happened he would have slowly suffocated. Now it is getting 
dark. I have decided to stay the night here. 

When I wake up I look put through a window. Icicles are 
hanging from the eaves. Indoors there are piles of logs. The 
place I am in looks like some sort of shed. 

Outside, the weather is gray, and visibility is poor. When I 
open tlie door I am at once in the village square. I feel the cold 
wind. Yet it does not seem as if much has changed. Small 
groups of people are standing about Now I see that the people 
have formed a long line, ending at the place where the three 
men were burned, at the foot of the castle. The line begins by 
the shed and logs are being passed from hand to hand, A very 
tall pyre has been built. It is not likely that much of this can be 
seen from the castle, because visibility is so poor. It is still very 
early in the morning. 

The people seem to be walking in a particular way. They are 
resolute and, unlike other times, they behave as if they know 
exactly what they are doing. Nothing is said and it seems as if I 
am the person who has given instructions for all this. They are 
busy collecting the last few logs. There is a plan, because they 
all take up their position in a semicircle around the castle, with 
their backs to the pyre. When the pyre is lit there is no road 
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back any more. I know there are plans for an attack. They want 
a sign from me. 

Then suddenly everything happens very quickly. Doors are 
pushed in. The whole crowd of people storms into the cast le* It 
is dark in there and something black is moving about* It consists 
of long strands that come from all over the place* It skims over 
the floor and all the people are getting buried underneath, It is 
very sticky. It is as strong as we are, They cannot win and 
neither can we. I don't understand at all what is going on* I am 
standing at the center. The black thing is now inside the people. 
Something has happened to the castle. It is empty and yet it is 
not- It is as if a fusion has taken place. The people are there and 
so is the blackness. I can see myself also, with lots of little black 
dots sticking out of me, It is as if some part of them is now 
inside me. Part of the castle is now in me. It feels as if it isn't 
quite in the right place yet. Everything billows and moves. 

From inside the castle I can look out through a window, 
across the village. Hie fire is burning the top layer of earth. The 
ground sinks and the village disappears into the depths of the 
earth. From underneath the castle a new layer of earth begins to 
pour out over the valley. It seems to be Fertile soil, in which 
much can grow- New houses rise out of the grouncL The village 
is being formed anew. 

On the other side of the village I see someone waving, It is 
the boy with the fair hair, calling out to me. There is a path all 
around the village, so I can go to him, I feel emotion welling up 
inside me. I know he is waiting for me. For the first time I know 
that all this is really about me. So many people have always said 
this to me but I could never feel it- Now I know I do not have to 
go on alone any further. 

Together we sit on the top of the hill and look out over the 
village- The castle is still there, but the colors have changed. In 
its present state, the castle fits in better with the village. The 
boy has also changed. He seems to have grown older- He tells 
me something in images. He shows me that he has always been 
here, but that there were things which I had to do alone. 
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Otherwise it would not have been possible for me to see him. 
Now I feel more strongly that he is able to protect me. 



The Landslide 

To bring the male and females poles together again is a difficult 
task, if in the course of time they have become so totally discon- 
nected as in your case. In the unconscious part of your Self the 
two are fighting a war of life and death. When that happens it is 
no longer possible to bring about an encounter without a great 
deEil of rflbrt. 

In your contacts with people, a wall has arisen which at the 
same time protects and divides you from others, and this is espe- 
cially the case in your contacts with men. Yet you would very 
much like to have an encounter. In practice, therefore, you make 
desperate attempts to bring one about. By adopting a purely ex- 
ternal, not felt, pattern of behavior, you have managed to keep up 
appearances for a long time. But it has gradually become impos- 
sible to maintain the illusion as far as boyfriends are concerned. 
You are still capable of making love or something approaching it, 
but afterward a complicated cleansing ritual always has to be per- 
formed. Who touches pitch will be defiled by it, and to you men 
are pitch. You don't think this consciously, for you would love to 
be happy like other women. Unconsciously though, men are pitch, 
and here you have the black force, which plays such a dominant 
part in the bitter struggle of water and fire. 

In the reality of your life, sexual contact has become a total fail- 
ure. One disappointment lias followed another and yet you keep 
fighting to win through. The measures you have to take after 
each encounter become ever more rigorous. In the end it has 
come to the point that even after an ordinary visit from your fa- 
ther you have to clean the whole house, or at any rate all the 
places where he may have been, because otherwise you can no 
longer feel safe. 

In order to put an end to this situation a special operation is 
necessary. It is as though deliberately some very abstract figura- 
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tions are being used for this. It involves the use of triangles by 
means of which a perfect example of a ritual is enacted. You have 
witnessed it all from close by, but the true significance you could 
understand only in retrospect, and not until much later. In fact, I 
think you would have put a stop to it if you had been able to see 
through it at the time. The preparations for the ritual were al- 
ready contained in your encounters with the young man in the 
village* He is slightly less of a stranger to you than all the other 
people there. At least he understands you and he is a competent 
deputy when you yourself are absent for a week or so- From time 
to time he even takes the initiative himself. 

On this occasion he lies wounded by the side of the road lead- 
ing to the castle* Some time ago you also found him injured, 
somewhere in a valley in the dunes* You tried to help him then, 
but it was not possible. Now you make a similar attempt. More 
even than before it is important to you that hv should continue 
fighting together with you. However, once again it seems as if 
you cannot help him, There is a glass dome between you and it 
looks as if he won't live much longer. In great haste you rush off 
to fetch help, which you find in the form of three men. Impossible 
to imagine anything more masculine. Fortunately your attention 
is distracted by the mysterious game of checkers. It is as though 
the three men don*t take their task too seriously- They briefly 
lend a hand and then carry on playing checkers. 

The intermingling of the two triangles into a six-pointed star is 
a symbolic event, one that people in ancient times had learned to 
interpret as representing the coming together of oppusites, in 
particular of water and fire, and also of male and female. 6 These 
are exactly the opposite* that are causing you so much trouble. 

If it is at all possible to understand these things, then this is not 
in itself the most important thing that is being asked of you here- 
What matters most is that you experience and undergo the events, 
so that certain shifts can then take place within you, and the in- 
terminable struggle can at last come to an end- This has indeed 
happened, you have experienced the ritual with an intensity that 
caused your whole body to convulse and tremble. The symbolic 
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intermi ngling of the two triangles gave the impulse to a powerful 
shock wave. Besides, the whole entourage was also guaranteed to 
make a tremendous impression on yon. 

First of all there was the black three-legged monster. This is 
too remarkable to escape your attention. Derived from the num- 
ber three, which is known to be a masculine number, this mon- 
ster may be assumed to represent the terrifying appearance of the 
male element in the unconscious part of your Self. 'Hie figure it- 
self is threatening and menacing, and the glass dome in which the 
young man is imprisoned has also acquired a frightening charac- 
ter. In addition there are the dark sky, thunder and flashes of 
lightning, and finally the shower of ice cubes raining down on the 
heads of the three men. 

The formation of the six-pointed star is followed by a cleansing 
operation, similar to those you perform in your own life, except in 
this case they do not involve the use of water. Fire is used here.'-* 
In some mysterious way you have discovered the last wish of 
these men, and you respect this wish. It has cost you an effort. 
You knew it was good, but it was also a terrible experience. The 
knowledge that an action has a purifying effect is small comfort at 
such a time. Of course it is true that these men have only them- 
selves to blame. They belong to the villagers' forces. By ventur- 
ing so near the castle and moreover by trying to release a prisoner 
there, they have brought their fate upon themselves. On the other 
hand they seem to be no more than checkers in a game. They are 
defeated. 

How is this ritual of cleansing by fire to be interpreted? What 
the stain they are being cleansed of? Is it the stain of having 
chosen sides in the war? These questions remain unanswered. 
We cannot be sure but in some way or other they are exonerated. 
And if the intermingling of the triangles was intended to signify 
that at last the end of the struggle is in sight, then this would be 
perfectly plausible. In that case they have made an essential con- 
tribution to the conclusion of peace. Whether something of this 
sort is indeed the fact we can infer only from the form in which 
they will next reappear. It is certain that they will reappear. In 
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this psychological world no energy is ever lost. If we now return 
to the story, we see that the next morning there is still no ques- 
tion of peace. On the contrary, the fire at the place of sacrifice is 
being stoked up afresh and the decisive battle is about to begin. 
AH you know is that it will be a bitter fight. 

Inside the castle you find out about that black pitch-like sub- 
stance, but what happens next is something very different from 
what you had expected. The other people and you become per- 
meated by the black substance and although it is not immediately 
in the right place, you do now have the feeling as though it is part 
of you. There is no longer a contrast, there is instead a certain 
equilibrium. That which previously made you so anxious and 
which you therefore kept far away from you has now become resi- 
dent in you, and has therefore clearly lost its destructive influence 
on you. 

Through the windows, the positive effect of the process of inte- 
gration can also be perceived outside the castle, A landslide is 
taking place there, which will make new growth possible. 

And on the other side of the village, like a true counterpole, 
you see the young man. The meeting between you is touching. 
Very briefly you feel what you have so often heard others say, that 
there is such a thing as feeling safe and protected. You now feel 
that everything is happening for your benefit 

And although the black substance is not yet in the right place, 
you have nonetheless already experienced a kind of parallel in your 
daily life- For the first time ever you had a feeling of safety when a 
friend put his arm around you. The first step has been taken. 



The Eternal One with the Three Swans 

1 am walking along rails in the direction of a wood with very 
thick trees. There is not much of a path. The trees are bare and 
the branches are completely entangled with each other, I arrive 
at a wide path where I see an animal standing. It's very large — a 
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kind of elephant but with long black hair. It has been waiting 
for me. 

When I come closer, it stamps on the ground and in doing so 
makes the whole scene move. Then it utters a roar, so that a 
shiver goes through the wood. A circle is formed which locks 
me in. I can no longer see what is happening behind the trees. 
Then I walk up to the animal It takes a few steps backward and 
turns, Black snakes twist around the branches above my head- 1 
follow the large elephant. 

We arrive at a small lake. There is another snake there, which 
keeps diving under the water, I know that very soon the colors 
will change. Then I see three white swans appear, They carry a 
large leaf with them. They wait quietly until 1 sit down on the 
ieaf. Then the water begins to move. It starts to rain and the 
wind gets up. I am carried away on the leaf- 
All around me there is only water now, very rough. The three 
swans are swimming around nie- There is now a very dense 
wall of water. Then the dark outline of a boat looms up- The 
swans take me to the boat. There is someone on board. It is the 
old man from the island where I once went. He helps me on 
board and looks at me with great understanding, I tell him I no 
longer know where I am. Me points around him at the world 
which is always there. Where he is everything is eternal. Now 
he shows me the castle in images. As with a dolls 1 house, he 
opens up the front. The interior that is revealed is very warm. 
He explains that there is plenty of time to refurbish and 
rearrange all the rooms of the castle, one by one* And hum now 
on colors should not be removed from it but added. There is as 
yet no point in opening the windows, as long as the interior is 
still so empty. 

I tell him 1 don't understand it, and also that I still don't 
know where I am. 

He says that all this has no time and no space, because it is 
ernal. And he himself is called the Eternal One, He will take 
me back to the castle. The exterior looks chilly and cold. He 
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explains that many rooms are still unheated and locked. It is 
raining again. 



The World That Is Always There 

After the upsetting events connected with the cremation of the 
three men and the dramatic changes that have occurred in the 
situation of the village and the castle, you have slightly lost your 
bearings. Wasn't it all about a war then? Wasn't that what you 
always thought? And now suddenly it has all come to an encll 
The fighting parties have merged with each other. The contra- 
dictions have been canceled out- What next? What is being asked 
of you, now that no more spying activities are required and no 
more ruses have to be invented? 

What is the meaning of this revolution? The people don't want 
to go back to the village, they feel safe in the castle and so do you. 
For a moment there is a vacuum, you have no idea what is to be 
done next. 

However, this is a lull before a storm. Against an impressive 
backdrop of dark trees in which countless snakes are wriggling 
above your head there stands, as a symbol of strength and solid- 
ity, the black mammoth. The wood and everything in it obeys his 
command, and the majestic beast blazes a trail for you to the 
waterside. Three swans are waiting for you or, if we may say so, 
the three men who previously fulfilled a mediating role are wait- 
ing for you, but now in a different guise. 10 Through rain and 
wind they carry you across the choppy waters to the boat in 
which you rejoin the Eternal One. Once again you are in the 
world which is always there. It is the world in which villages van- 
ish into the ground and rise again from it renewed, where men 
change into swans and rituals with triangles bring about a rever- 
sal of destiny, 

We, who are so accustomed to determining the time and place 
of everything, find it difficult to get used to the fact that our 
world also has a reverse side. Or perhaps it would be better to say 
that our inner world takes account of a different time* In that time 
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no wars need to be won, for in the struggle against yourself you 
are the victim and there is no victor. The conflicts are solved from 
within and at a given moment it will become clear to you how 
you can contribute your share. What is expected of you now is 
revealed by the Eternal One himself. He shows you that in the 
castle there are various rooms that have been cold and dark for a 
long time. It is up to you to open them and bring warmth to 
them, and especially to bring more color to the castle. You still 
have no idea what is inside these rooms, and even less how you 
might be able to open them. 

Don't worry; you can leave this to your unconscious Self. It 
will make sure that you receive new tasks, and you now know 
what it is all about. 



Back to the Source 

There is a sound of falling water. It is the sound of a small 
stream. The water comes from above. I climb up by the side of 
the stream. Right at the top, where the stream begins, is a 
faucet. I notice that it has been turned wide open. 

Now 1 am not far from the castle. The stream runs behind the 
castle and the village. The people from the village are busy 
carrying stones. J walk toward the hill of the triangles. A hole 
has been dug there and it is being filled layer by layer with earth 
and stones, I ask someone who is standing there what it is going 
to be. I gather that the- water runs through it and that the entire 
hole acts as a kind of sieve. 

Then he explains by means of images what kind of stones 
these are that they are using. They are tomb stones. The image 
that comes next is of the graveyard in the village where I was 
born. I am there now, and 1 know I am not allowed to be there. 
At the entrance to the graveyard is a notice and it says 
something about "unaccompanied children." I hear voices. 
There are trees and shrubs and there is a wide ditch all around 
the graveyard. 
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There is someone behind me* I feel frightened because I am 
not alone here. And there is no one who can help me- 1 hide 
behind a shrub and see someone walking past. If only I am not 
discovered! A friend of mine calls me. She is very far away* I 
cannot catch up with her. My legs are too short* I am very 
small. 

Nun I am sitting on the swing in the back yard at home, with 
my back to the house. Upstairs in the house I hear voices. They 
are talking about school, as usual 1 always used to be very 
frightened there. The voices are very loud and I flee to my 
room, where I start reading a book. It is a scary book and I get 
frightened again. I want to get away from here. 

It becomes black before my eyes and everything starts to 
whirl about When I am able to see clearly again 1 am at the 
castle. There is a lire- I am looking at the fire, There is a lot of 
noise as welh I can't hear what is being said, but there are still 
very loud voices. I see my parents, as they were then. They are 
having a terrible argument. There is a war of words between 
them, 1 stay near the fire. 

A moment later the boy with the fair hair lias joined me, 

"It's all right," lie says. 

I don*t need to look at the fire any longer. 

He shows me the hole in the hill and says everything will be 
all right- 1 can stay here now, Everything has become quiet and 
the fire is simply fire. 

The Past Returns 

This is the beginning: right at the top of the stream a faucet has 
been turned on. 11 Up to now everything was symbolic- We could 
only guess what it was all about. An internal conflict has been 
solved, that much we know* But what was the conflict about? 
And who were the parties? We don't know, at least not yet. 

In the imagination we deal with next, you return to the source 
and we can say that in doing so you return to the past. Little by 
little you will re-experience that which is the cause of all the anxi- 
ety existing in your present life. Considering that up until now 
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everything has been progressing very methodically, we may per- 
haps assume that there is a good reason why you have not had 
this experience long ago. It is as if the unconscious Self has dared 
to confront the cause of the conflict and to relive the experience, 
only now that enough stability and trust have been built up for 
this to be bearable. Reliving an experience is in itself pointless; an 
entirely new solution will have to be found as well, and that will 
demand a great deal of strength of you. 

A purification plant is being constructed, for which strange 
building bricks are used. By means of this installation a link is 
cast back to a very distant past, when as a little girl you acciden- 
tal Jy found yourself in a graveyard, where you were not allowed 
to be. Uh-oh, where can you go if anyone sees you? Behind that 
bush is best, because there are ditches all around. 

When you get home you sit down on the swing to catch your 
breath. But no. Behind your back a barrage of loud voices breaks 
loose and you want to make sure you do nothing that might make 
the conflict worse. You run upstairs and start reading scary books 
so that later you will be able to say that you are so frightened be- 
cause of the things you have just been reading about. 

At those moments when there were no books to which you 
could attribute your fears, there were insects and when there 
were no insects you could see still more terrifying animals in your 
imagination. Little by little, reality became distorted and after 
some time no one was able to understand any longer what was 
the matter with you. You yourself began to believe more and 
more firmly that your fears were totally absurd. Reliving this ex- 
perience is not pleasant. The fears come back in their full inten- 
sity, but fortunately the castle and the boy with the fair hair are 
usually there, and then you can recover your breath. 



The Tree of Life 



I am walking along a sandy track with blackberry bushes on 
either side. It is very quiet here, dusk is beginning to fall. It has 
been a warm day. Everything seems to be waiting for a shower 
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of rain. I see flashes of lightning in the distance- The cows are 
huddling close together in the field, I am standing behind the 
village where I was born, where one tree sticks out above 
everything, near my home, Behind the roof of the house you can 
see the castle. 

Suddenly there is a great shock. The tree splits in half- It has 
been struck by lightning. The air all around trembles with the 
various sounds. One part of the tree lies across the road, the 
other half has fallen against the house, I am now by the castle* A 
terrace has been built there, and there are three large gulls, each 
standing on a stone. When they fly away they each hold a tip of 
a sheet, a square white street, which is then spread over the 
school and our house. The gulls alight on the fallen tree. 

A moment later they have returned to their stones. Close in 
front of me 1 see the tree, lying in two halves. In one place, close 
to the roots, the two halves are still joined together. Some of the 
roots have remained in the ground. 

Dark things are coming out of a hollow in the tree, They 
cover the tree, I take hold of the young tips of the roots and 
scoop earth over them, I want to forestall the black substance, 
before it lias covered the whole tree. There is no time to fetch 
help. The black stuff is growing and growing and I myself am 
now completely covered under it. The new root has been buried 
just in time* The black substance cant get at it now, I see the 
rest of the tree shriveling up. It becomes very dark around me. I 
walk away from the tree and lie clown in the water somewhere, 
until all the blackness has washed off me. 

At the castle a lot of people have assembled, A movie is going 
to he shown, The people want to know why all these things are 
happening to them. In the movie, fragments from my childhood 
are shown, in rapid succession. I am standing at the back of the 
screen, I can only half see what is going on. The sound is very 
loud and this is unbearable. Lights are Hashing. Something 
snaps inside my head, Then it is dark. 

Everything is silent now. The birds are sitting around me. 
There is a very slow movement. A feeling as if I am being 
rocked gently until I am calm. There is a very soft light. As if I 
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longer dare look, I am lying" curled up, wrapped in a feather 
blanket, I still see the birds very faintly. 
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A Torn Existence 

You still know the facts of many of the scenes that rise to the sur- 
face. Only the accompanying feelings have gone- You have even 
begun to think that your childhood was a very carefree one. Now 
that week after week so many unhappy feelings have been com- 
ing up, you know deep down that it wasn't like that. But you 
haven't yet gone home, nor have you restored the old representa- 
tion of the events- How have you managed to make it seem as if it 
had all left you stone cold? For some weeks now we have known 
that you lived in a torn world: on the one hand you belonged at 
your home and school, where your father worked, and on the 
other hand you belonged with your friends and with the village, 
and in your own mind these two worlds could not be combined. 
The constant discipline problems at school made you feel like 
sinking into the earth. You wanted to belong to both sides and 
not throw in your lot with one camp only. The result was that 
you risked not belonging to either side and that was the least 
bearable option of all. 

The solution to this terrible dilemma is portrayed in the story 
of the tree. In reality the tree is still standing up, not split in half. 
The story of the tree therefore tells us something about what has 
happened to you* One summer evening your life was suddenly 
broken in half, with one blow. Not altogether; near the root the 
two parts remained joined to each other, so you still knew that it 
was possible to live in two different ways, but not both at the 
same time. The emergency measure had succeeded: you were 
able to go on living in a situation in which it was not possible to 
live. Not to have any feelings was the price you had to pay for 
belonging, even though you belonged only in part. Your fears 
were removed to those moments when you were alone* The old 
problem had been solved. 

With the new problem you struggled Tor years. You could mix 
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with other people only by not fully taking part and keeping them 
at a distance. No one was allowed to touch you, for if they did 
they would touch the root of your existence, and no new tree had 
as yet sprouted from this root. This particular imagination dem- 
onstrated that a new tree was being prepared. To this end a risky 
operation had to be carried out. Small black figures, which have 
so often troubled you in the past, now seem to be aiming for the 
tree, which is already so badly damaged. It is now your task to 
protect the new shoot, and you know exactly how to do that. 
After the cleansing operation the three birds rock you to sleep, as 
a sign that all is well. 

The Black Phantom 

I am at the castle. There are people all around me. It is as if I 
can't reach them. They stand in a circle and start walking. Then 
they sit down in small groups, each with a separate task. They 
are sitting at some distance from each other and try with their 
hands to come closer to someone else. Walls arise between them 
when they get too close. 

1 look for someone to talk to. Behind the door I hear voices 
and I go toward them. Inside, a movie screen has been set up 
and there are pictures and sounds. On the screen I see a path 
leading from the castle to a water. The picture tells me where I 
have to go. When I look outside I see the path there too. 

1 have now left the castle behind me, and I am on my way to 
the black water. There the ground sinks away under my feet, 
and I end up in the dark water. I am touched by things I cannot 
see. I think they are hands. The water carries me along, but the 
hands do not let me go. 

Then it becomes light, and I wash up on a beach near a 
village. It is a large village, and the buildings are very tall. 
People are standing alongside the road. On either .side there is a 
line of people whom I recognize from the past. They are people 
from the village in which 1 lived as a child. They know me too. 

I have no choice but to pass between the lines. At the end is 
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my father's school, with its windows open. I can only go in one 
direction, and that is toward the school, but I don't want to go 
there. The people keep watching me, and they arc angry with 
me because I belong to the school and they are on bad terms 
with it. 

Now I am behind a big tree where they can't see me. As soon 
as I am out of sight, they begin to disperse. The school stays 
where it is, and I go to it in order to close the windows. 

There is a hole in the wall, and out of it comes an animal. It 
has many heads and arms, I can't escape. Very slowly it crawls 
toward me. Help! It is very close to me. I see how it flows away 
in all directions. Now it has become an ink stain, which 
disappears under the floor of the school. I want to get away from 
here. Now I am back at the castle. When I am inside it, there is 
no one with me. I close the door behind me. I am all right now. 
It is very quiet here. I feel sad and have only myself. For the 
moment nothing else is possible. 

The room I am in is new. It is completely blue and there is a 
bed on the f loor with lots of pillows. Nothing comes in from 
outside now. It is quiet and clean here and it is alive. The. room 
is here for me. Here I am safe. 



The Confrontation 

The preparations have been very thorough. You have been back 
to the village of your childhood many times now. It was antici- 
pated that this would make you afraid, because a number of pro- 
tective measures were taken. 

The very first time, for example, all kinds of things were left 
out of the village. Your house was not there and the school had 
been taken away. Moreover, all the inhabitants had been removed. 

A few times later all the buildings were complete, but the in- 
habitants were still absent, and now at last the moment has come; 
everything is here. The. whole operation is started off by the in- 
habitants of the castle. They portray a scene in which they are 
able to reach each other only up to a certain point. As soon as 
they seem about to touch each other, walls arise between them. 
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Now we are coming straight to the point. Who will be boss in 
your life, that many-headed monster, which is always, every- 
where, elusive! y present? Or will you be boss, because you are 
stronger than that sly, creeping force"? We have seen what hap- 
pened. As soon as you arrive in the village you are hemmed in on 
all sides. You can't move sideways or backward. Only one way is 
still open to you and that is forward. Before you is the school. 
The windows are open, All the racket and rumpus can therefore 
be heard by anyone passing by. Blocking your ears will no longer 
be of any use. The old solutions are no longer sufficient. Not feel- 
ing anything does not help- Nor does denying that anything is 
wrong. A new solution will have to be found, one that is less 
damaging to you. This is possible, because you are now much 
bigger than you used to be, and you have been trained for a whole 
year in dealing with frightening situations- 12 

For a brief instant you still try the old method: if I doift see the 
people, (hey don't sec me either and will go away all by them- 
selves- But there is no escape- All alone you come lace to face 
with that dreadful black monster and you see. ... At the mo- 
ment you think you are going to be beaten, you see that the mon- 
ster is giving ground. Like an ink stain as large as the classroom 
he disappears under the floor of the school. You have defeated the 
monster with your eyes. 

The power of the phantom has been broken. You have gone to 
the limit of your strength. It has been a great strain on your nerves. 

As usual there is a little road that cuts through to the castle. If 
anyone w r ere to meet you now, it would be too much for you. But 
there is no one to be seen* You are taken straight to a room which 
you have not seen before. The door locks itself- Not a sound can 
be heard any more. There is nothing now except the healing, re- 
assuring blue color, 11 



The Talisman 

It is hazy around me- Water drips from a rock. Along the side of 
a small stream runs a path and I follow it. 
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It is dark there. Very faintly I can see something; It is a cabin 
and near it stands a tall, strong man, whom I seem to know. We 
Have a conversation without words, He lets me sit on a bench 
and takes something away from me, which makes me cry. He 
can take away all the things I am responsible for* Just for this 
moment i don't need to do anything, I am small. The man 
quietly goes on working in the garden* He has dug a big hole 
and puts everything into it that "must" go* It is a crazy sight. 
Now he gets out a map which is totally crumpled, showing a lot 
of paths* The castle is on it and there is a path to the water 
where the village with the shadows lies. Every place I have ever 
been to is on it. The map is really much larger* for we have only 
a part of it here. The place with the cabin is on the back, It is 
not a place like all the others, It is rather like the spot where I 
met the Eternal One. 

There is a broad highway marked on the map. The man 
shows me that I am standing somewhere on this road T and every 
>lace I have ever been to leads to this road. In front of me there 
are many more paths leading into this road, and so it goes on. 

The man gives me a branch with buds, which will probably 
>urst soon. He also gives me a chain with a pendant on which a 
crossroad can be seen with a circle around it. These are four 
>ads linked with each other by means of the circle. I carry the 
>ranch with me and at the moment I put the chain around my 
seek the cabin and the man have both vanished. In Front of me 
is the castle. There we must wait for the sun. Inside, people are 
busy. They want to open the windows but it is still too cold 
outside and as long as the sun does not shine they are busy 
indoors tidying up. When the castle is ready they can go back to 
the village. The boy has already gone there. He has been gone 
for a long time, because he wants to be there when the trees 
>me out of the ground. On the roof of the castle there is a 
lower pot in which nothing is growing as yet. 1 notice that the 
;ople are looking at the branch I have brought along. I take it 
tp the stairs with me and put it in the flower pot. It stands up 
straight in the earth. 
The castle is now of a lighter color than before, since the 
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water has begun to flow, I know that near here there is a shed in 
which seeds can be found. Around the castle everything is still 
very bare. It is time to start sowing. 

Indoors, everyone is still waiting for it to get warm- 

The Good Omen 

Too much has been asked of you. Every journey to the village of 
the past was an ordeal. Your only hope was the castle, which you 
reached in the end. Sometimes you managed to get there under 
your own steam, at other times the three birds came to fetch yon, 
but always there came a moment of peace- You were able to trust 
that your fear would not have the last word. However far you 
strayed, you always arrived back at the same point and then you 
were all right again. 

This time you started off with reluctance. Was there never 
going to be an end to all this trouble? Once again you had made 
preparations for a crusade. How strange then was the experience 
on this occasion. The crusade did not fit into the sequence. Some- 
thing pleasant at last. You had to get used to that. Fortunately, 
the strong man minds his own business. Nothing difficult is being 
demanded of you. On this one occasion everything is done for 
you, and all "musts" disappear into the hole in the ground. Then 
an interim balance sheet is drawn up. You are shown how the 
imaginations of this year fit into a total plan, To do this, a creased 
map is produced. Crumpled up in the pocket of a gardener, O 
heavenly nonchalance, there is the ordinance survey map of the 
rescue operation which is to enable you to lead an ordinary hu- 
man life, you, who live two lives at once and are not happy with 
either* And then you receive presents. A branch with buds ready 
to blossom: that is promising, and a talisman that no one believes 
in anymore. But you savor the significance of it: all roads, how- 
ever much they may look like false trails, are caught in a circle 
which holds them together- In this way, all the roads are linked 
with one another. When you put the chain around your neck, 
there is no need for the strong man to stay. The message has been 
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imprinted on your mind and will be with you when you continue 
on your way. In the middle of the many paths with all their con- 
fusing events, here is this one path on which you pursue your 
journey steadfastly. 14 

At the castle people are waiting for the sun, for the circle with 
the many paths has always been under the sign of the sun. 13 
Could it be that the time has come for the sun to break through? 
For a little while longer the waiting must continue: it is still too 
cold outside. When the time is ripe, the people will be able to 
return to their village and they will know why all these things 
had to be. 

Meanwhile you understand the hint: the branch can be planted 
now, on top of the roof, as house builders do when they have 
reached the ridge of the roof. Clearly, the time has come. 

The Three-Leaf Clover 

All around me there are fields and ditches. It is warm, and 
wherever I look I see clover leaves. They are big, each with 
three round leaves. There is much to be seen in those leaves. 
The veins give an impression of roads. I feel as though I am 
getting smaller and land on one of those clover leaves. 

Then the image changes and I am in a hilly landscape with 
undulating green. There are many trees. The sky is an even 
blue. It is fine, bright weather but there is no sun to he seen. 

I walk through the hills. There are houses with roofs of grass 
that are barely noticeable. They look just like the hills. It is only 
when 1 am right in front of them that I can see they are houses 
with people inside them, round people. Beside one of the houses 
there are some big children. In front of the house, on a seat, are 
a father and a mother. They talk differently from the way I do, 
but they look friendly. When I come closer they carry on talking 
without seeing me. 

I am closer to the parents than to the children and I go up to 
them even closer. Then, suddenly, when I cross a certain 
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boundary, they see me. They are waiting for me to approach. 
The mother holds out her hand. Too many eyes are fixed on me, 
looking at me. I can\ go any farther, Now I ask the children to 
go away. They do so. Only the parents are still left. 
I come closer 

The light disappears, I am still held back. 

When the light has gone, she touches me. Then she waits 
again. I catVt raise my hand. The mother is warm. 

1 want to touch her now. It grows dark and then I take her 
hand. I have given her my hand and she takes hold of it with 
both her hands, I hear her voice. Everything is all right. 

When I am stuck again she moved up a little, to make more 
room. Then I take hiss hand as well. 

Now I let them go again but I remain at the same distance. 
Beside the house a table has been set. On it there are things to 
eat. They have been expecting me* I cry. 

Then ] am sitting under a big tree- It lias the eyes of the 
Eternal One. All the sounds are very soft. He smiles. 

A Boundary Crossed 

So there it is, you have taken a decisive step. It seems that this is 
what all the waiting was for: the conquest of your fear. All those 
times when we hoped that your fear would leave you, it did not 
happen. Again and again those terrible things assailed you, but 
they have made you stronger within. 

Now the time has come. The three- leaf clover was the intro- 
ductory image* What could it mean? Very soon it became clear: a 
daughter has returned. One and tuu make three. The separation 
had occurred because of fear, the return became possible when 
the phantom was banished. The talisman was not a simple rem- 
edy. The people were ready to receive you* The question was 
whether you wanted to meet them. Look at them standing there, 
by their little houses tucked away amid the green. If you didn't 
want to see them you had every opportunity to avoid them. Rut 
you came too close to them and what you could not know is that 



SETTLING AN INNER CONFLICT 



95 



here everything is determined by distances, The words that were 
spoken acquired their meaning by virtue of the distance- Far 
away was cold and nearby was warm and friendly. 

When you crossed the first boundary they caught sight of you, 
A few more steps and they stretched out their hands toward 
you* Further than that they did not go. It was up to you whether 
you wanted to take their hands or not. AH the last impediments 
were removed: the younger people disappeared from sight and 
the light was dimmed. And then it happened; you took the de- 
cisive step and grabbed their hands. 

It was a strange experience, especially when the table was laid 
for three- You belonged there. Two people made it clear to you 
that they loved you. But stranger still was the fact that you under- 
stood the message. Very briefly you could let the knowledge en- 
ter your mind that their feelings for you were truly meant, and 
you were able to accept this. 

If you didn't know it yet, the images make it abundantly clear 
that you are on the right track. A table for three* that is a sign not 
to be misunderstood. Moreover, soon you were sitting under a 
big tree and hidden among the branches there were the eyes of 
the Eternal One. His smile accompanies this whole sequence of 
events. 

You are wise enough to realize that one swallow does not make 
a summer, but it does make a spring. Time to go in search of 
the shed with the seeds. With an easy mind we can conclude the 
story here, knowing that all the roads will lead to a circle. The 
map shows that there will be several more side tracks. I think you 
are lucky that these will all lead to the one road. 



3-ANSWERS TO THE 
CHALLENGES OF A 
CIVILIZATION 



In the Wood 

A wood full of sturdy trees. 
A red hat with white pompoms. 
The wolf slinks among the trees, 
I walk between the two. 

Then a parachute with a toy bear comes down from the sky. 
The three of us picnic on the grass. 

Little Red Ridinghoori and the wolf have a romp. She is a 

match for him. 
He lies on his back resting, his legs in the air. 

The sun goes down. 
I hear the cows lowing. 
I think of fishes. 

An airplane comes diving down. 
The pilot hands a white lace dress to the wolf. 
The plane comes down by parachute, as a toy for Little Red 
Ridinghood. 

Along the edge of the wood walks an old woman with a 

faggot. 
The moon is shining. 

The woman eats of the leftovers and licks her fingers. 
A swan flies overhead. 
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When we say goodbye the woman gives me a gold coin* 
On it is a picture of a naked dancing girl in peacock feathers. 

A rabbit shows me the way to the wild boars 1 den. 

A hero is fighting the leader there. 

The hogs are sleeping like bananas. 

On the back of one of them I start on a journey* 

In the square I see a wedding drenched in the rain. 

Frog's eyes stare at me from a puddle. 

The deer sprints past at full speed. 

At the farm the harvest is piled up. 

The farmer and his wife look as if to say: this is not in your 
line, 

I stroke the horse which Is looking me in the e\v. 
We understand each other. 



Thk Cheat Confusion 

You were in search of yourself. But in the tangle of contradictions 
no clear pattern could be detected or construed. As a result you 
were also unable to find a more or less satisfactory way of living- 
Discussions went on until deep in the night, to try and combine 
all the irreconcilable parts into one whole* The confusion grew 
ever greater, 

In this therapy, you said, one thing must on no account be 
allowed to happen: to start talking and analyzing and theorizing 
all over again. At the beginning of the therapy you were unable 
to present a reasonably complete picture of your problems. You 
had more than enough of trying to do that* This led you to direct 
your eye inward for a change, and to make contact with your 
inner imaginal world. As the story in the wood shows, that world 
is at least as chaotic as you believe it to be. But it has one advan- 
tage: time and again we are asked to act in this inner world, not 
just to think. Thinking is a good thing, but right after the think- 
ing, something has to be done. 
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When you began with the imaginations, you were thirty-six 
years old* You are a man who likes adventures. But had you ever 
expected this adventure? Your choice would probably have fallen 
on something different, but never mind, it doesn't look as if you 
are having much trouble with it. Clearly you are not being 
watched here by any human eyes that might deter you from 
doing what occurs to you: you walk between the wolf and Little 
Red Ridinghood* You notice that from time to time there are mo- 
ments when you are not exactly sure what you should do, If you 
wait too long, a different image appears and this causes confusion. 
Yet all the images have something to do with you, even though it 
is not always immediately clear what they signify. Whoever is 
going to read them will have difficulties with them. Perhaps we 
should therefore explain how we have proceeded. At first we 
understood only a few things. We did not need to know any more 
at that stage in order to move ahead- 
Here and there an image stands out, for instance, the one of the 
pigs, because you had a horrible* sadistic dream about it. It meant 
something to you and it was a good thing to settle accounts with 
the leader of the pigs. Then there was the horse, which deigned 
to look at you in your loneliness, a look that became one of mu- 
tual understanding. You said nothing to each other, and yet there 
was, from within, an experience of understanding and trust. 

The main anchorage in the chaos was that which you yourself 
began to undertake in the world of images. You felt intuitively 
that it was necessary to walk between the w r olf and Little Red 
Ridinghood. The wolf's white dress made you even more wary 
than you already were: he might pretend to be nicer than he 
really was. And you joined battle with the pig. 

As far as the other characters are concerned, we assumed that 
they would appear in the sequel to the story, and this did indeed 
happen, Beside the confusion in your thinking, there was also 
that other confusion in real life, after the encounter with a young 
woman had stirred up all kinds of thoughts in you with which 
you didn't know how to cope. You clung to her desperately- 
When she nevertheless went her own way, you were upset. Such 
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an incident is enought to make you start sharpening the knives, 
but it also caused everything around you to become misty and 
seem useless. What was the point of trying to achieve anything in 
this world? Of course, you have possibilities of achieving some- 
thing, but it must serve some purpose as welh In this period you 
no longer saw this so sharply. There was no longer any firm 
ground under your Feet, Every choice took on an air of random- 
ness. What will you decide to do for a living, if you don't even 
know who you are? You could choose so many professions: jour- 
nalist, development worker, lecturer, The time to make a choice 
has not yet come- You had better work on a farm for a while, as 
you are doing at the moment. Because it does you good to feel 
earth between your fingers. At this moment everything else will 
have to be pushed aside- It can wait, although the "musts 11 are 
pursuing you- All your life so far has been one long sequence of 
"musts 1 ': always rushing from one thing to the next to show that 
you could hold your own in the rat race, always focusing on the 
outside world- Finding all kinds of things important, and then 
finally discovering that you have become alienated from yourself 
and that a feeling of total emptiness has come over you- Your 
brain racks itself trying to gather up all the loose ends as best it 
can. But it is a hopeless task. Everything is in contradiction to 
everything else- The confusion is total. 

This then is our starting point: many possibilities, little an- 
chorage* It is the starting point for a long journey through your- 
self. You will get to know the geography of a more than earthly 
existence, and you will also travel in cosmic spaces. The journey 
will be exclusively yours, and yet on the other hand it won*t, Es- 
pecially at the beginning, there are many images and experiences 
that you share with people from previous generations and with 
present-day people from other parts of the world: the sun sets and 
the moon rises. We can therefore use the wisdom of all ages. The 
goddess is bound to make herself known and in her you will meet 
yourself The swan that is near her has already shown itself. And 
you have been given a teddybear to take to bed with you, and not 
for nothing. Finally there is a gold coin, which predicts some- 
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thing good y even though we are not allowed to know what- It is 
time to dive under water and we shall set 1 where we surface next 

Behind the Keyhole 

I see a long tunnel under water through which I am being 
sucked at great speed. U frightens me, I nee large fishes in the 
water, and something else. It is a Greek vase with two handles. 
Two people are depicted on it, in a bright purple color, There is 
also a date on it, but I can't read what it says. The vase is closed 
off tightly with a cork. There must be a magic potion in it. I can 
take it up to the surface with me, but for some reason or other it 
belongs here, down below. With the aid of a hypodermic needle 
I try to taste some of the liquid. The world becomes lighten As 
through an invisible wall of a dome a different world becomes 
visible. 

There is a keyhole built into a window pane- Through it I see 
a woman dressed in white, who is busy making a cake. There 
are several people there, including a man and two children and 
then this woman in white, in a hoop skirt and a blue blouse. She 
looks like a chatelaine. There are chandeliers along the wall and 
there is a great deal of laughter. To judge by the noise there are 
many more people. The interior is sober, almost Spartan, as in a 
medieval castle. 

When I enter I see the same kind of vase standing there as 
earlier on under the water* From time to time a little of the 
contents of the vase is mixed into the food. In the kitchen is a 
stairway leading to the cellar, There is not much light down 
there, and smutty things are going on. It is dusty, and there are 
people having sex together. It is a storage cellar. You are 
supposed to go around naked there, I hear smacking noises and 
people are being sucked off. They are things of the flesh there, 
with a lost of slime and slurping. There is also a door into the 
slaughter room. 

The chatelaine comes down the stairs and shakes hands with 
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me, she is very friendly but at the same time self-possessed and 
resolute, "Nice of you to have corned she says, u we were 
expecting you." I have to go back to the room upstairs. She has 
her own program and what happens next is this: she points to a 
kind of desk at which I have to sit clow n. There are pens lying 
on it and paper, but when you open a lid a keyboard appears, as 
of a piano, Now she is standing beside me in the sea green lights 
her hands folded on her stomach, level with a band of sunlight- 
She looks expectant. It is very clear what she expects of me + I 
have to find out what my task is here. It might be to make 
music or to write texts or both. 

Meanwhile my thoughts are with a pretty girl with bare 
breasts who is lying in a bed- The bed is in the same room. She 
is calling something like "Come on, then/ 1 Clearly they take 
these things quite casually here* I needn't bother about the stuff 
on the desk for a while- The chatelaine, however, expects 
something of me. Are those two each other's opposite poles? Is 
an and-and possible? I have to sit and think about that. What 
does she want of me now? 

The girl in the bed is a quiet and mild-mannered creature. 
She has an air of earthiness about her and as far as I am 
concerned I don't mind if she doesn't say anything. I see 
through her essence* We make love without immediately 
heading for the full works. And yet in a very natural way I am 
now inside her, except it is more a question of our whole bodies 
rather than just our genitals. It gives me a good feeling. This is 
something I have been Jonging for. It has to do with tenderness. 
The chateJaine has seen it all and she has not shown any 
disapproval This fits in with her whole attitude. But the way 
she stands there indicates that she is expecting more of me than 
this. She sees it more as a template for what she wants from me 
next. She points to the desk so I take a seat again, although I 
still don't know what I am supposed to do there. When I tell her 
this she replies, "Well, it's lying in front of you, isn't it?" I look 
all over the desk but I see nothing but pen nibs and the like* 
She herself sets to work- She has thrown me back on myself, I 
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have a good mind to get back into the bed with the girl, and I 
do. The chatelaine casts a glance in our direction, which seems 
to mean something like: just as I thought! So I go back to the 
desk and jot down a few notes. 

The house obviously has another floor. From there you have a 
good view* A man sits there, busy observing all kinds of things. 
Somehow or other there are secret systems in this house that 
serve to main tain communications between the various floors. 
On the first floor there are holes in the floorboards through 
which you can look down into the cellar, and for the rest there is 
something like a pneumatic mail tube alongside the wall This 
man (upstairs) never goes downstairs. He presses buttons and 
then somebody knows he has to go upstairs, I myself belong 
mainly on the first floor. This is the dullest part. The man 
upstairs is sitting in a swivel chair. He does not look at me. His 
attention is totally aimed at the outside- He determines facts and 
says it is quiet today. What strikes me is that he has been 
looking in only one direction all the time. Now I notice that just 
for one instant he is surprised, for he had obviously not seen 
anything approaching, There are all kinds of obstacles up here, 
which prevent him from looking in another direction. He is 
about to start tidying a few things away, but he does not have 
enough peace and quiet, just like me, when I have to carry out 
tasks. I can understand his problem and feel a sense of solidarity 
with him. Mere hard work will not help him* Together we 
manage to turn a cupboard on its side- The view already 
becomes a little more open as a result, Tidying away some of the 
junk will perhaps help as well* Now we really have a better 
view, The man is satisfied. We have tidied up the side where the 
moon rises and therefore also the sum But the man is still an 
awful dry stick, sitting here all by himself observing. The 
chatelaine lives very differently. She is the only one who visits all 
the floors. 

When I come outside I see a mailman approaching with a 
letter for the chatelaine. She opens the letter and reads it. She 
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bursts out in sobs and runs back indoors, Screaming she rushes 
about the house- Everybody is being stirred up and egged on, 
for which purpose she uses the letter as a rod. It is quite obvious 
that she is not ashamed of showing her emotions. It is all hands 
on deck now, When I ask the ^irl what is going on she replies 
she doesn^t really know either, but that the whole basis for the 
existence of the house seems to be in danger. 

While I am reflecting on this, I come to the conclusion that 
something fundamental has to change in the house. They have 
all started tidying up now-, just as we did on the upper floor 
previously. The old junk is thrown out in a heap. They paint 
the whole place white, with a hint of blue in it to ward off the 
flies. The basement area is also dealt with. It is being completely 
rearranged. There is now a table in it, with one candle standing 
on it. 

But the danger has not yet altogether gone. A black knight 
approaches, who is going to take charge. It seems high time for 
me to leave the house. From a distance I hear him giving orders. 
Suddenly I am seized by a suspicion that he too has crept into 
bed with the girk The very thought makes me furious^ and I 
rush into the house to catch the knight. He fights back and tries 
to impress me with words, but 1 take no notice of that. Then I 
see him toppling into a deep pit and the whole house heaves a 
sigh of relief. It is clear that everyone saw him as a danger* They 
say that he knew my weak spot but was greatly mistaken. 

I myself feel that I should now go to the girl, I want to know 
where I stand with hen She is still in the bed, half raised, her 
eyes cast down. Clearly she is embarrassed about the whole 
affair and says that the knight aroused in her a very great 
passion, and she adds thai I am not able to offer her this, I am 
too spiritual 

I slink away, disappointed, and start helping the chatelaine 
washing the dishes. But then my anger at her betrayal rises 
again and I decide to throw her out of the house. Working with 
the chatelaine has given me a little more selt-confideuce, 
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The House of the Soul 

So that is how It happened: a small sip of a magic potion down 
there on the bottom of the sea, and the result is that the whole 
house of your soul stands in front of you, 1 Your first reactions 
suggest that you are largely unfamiliar with the house* It seems 
to you as if you are visiting other people. At the beginning it 
looked as if you only wanted to look through the keyhole. How- 
ever, you have to find out that looking means becoming involved 
in the drama that takes place behind the door. It must have been 
a strange sensation to enter the house, as if you were on an excur- 
sion in a medieval building imd somebody pulled at your sleeve 
and told you that you were expected* The chatelaine came to 
meet you just in time, for you were on dangerous terrain. It is 
possible to cast a glance into the basement but who among us is 
trained to do that these days? We have gotten into the habit of 
banishing or denying the instinctive forces of nature and you can 
see for yourself what kind of situation that leads to. Slaughter is 
taking place down there and you become nauseated when you see 
the nadir of sexual experience, 

Up the stairs therefore, to the ground floor* Strange things are 
happening there as well, but the chatelaine thinks it best to start 
work at that place- Soon there are a few things that strike you: 
the same drink as there was on the bottom of the sea is here being 
mixed with the food, and although you have mentioned that there 
is a man in the house, (Everything seems to be dominated by the 
lady of the house- In a very natural way she takes charge of the 
events you witness- It is as though we have returned to ancient 
times, when in society and in life in genera! the female element 
was much more in the foreground than now. In those days this 
woman would probably have been called the primeval mother or 
the mother goddess. 2 

Let us see therefore what plans she has for you. It must be said 
that she handles the situation in a resolute way. It seems that with 
a minimum of instructions you have to find out how you are sup- 
posed to arrange your life. In this way she is aiming at a central 
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problem in your life: what is the purpose of your existence and 
what will be your contribution to society? You have been unable 
to find a direction in your life. Although you have studied all 
kinds of subjects, so many contradictions have been awakened in 
you that so far you have not succeeded in experiencing ail these 
things as a united whole. You lack a central focus from which 
everything can be organized. Now it seems that all things are 
aimed at such a central point. 

In the sea green light and with her hands in front of a band of 
sunlight: that is how she stands before you. She is clearly the mis- 
tress of the sea of the unconscious and radiates warmth, energy, 
and power. She is very direct, you say; you have to find out what 
your task is. Just as in real life you have numerous possibilities 
before you, so you now sit at this piano-desk. 

In such situations the temptations are great. Is this imaginal 
situation not very true to nature? Now that you have encountered 
in one woman a totally new world, the lid is off. All your feelings 
and urges have broken loose in you at once and you have lost con- 
trol over them. On the other hand, many good things have got 
under way at the same time. By her tender touch, the woman was 
able to take you to your feelings. Unfortunately for you, she then 
left you again, in the midst of the confusion. 

How easily you then move back to the embrace of the young 
woman in the four-poster bed. As usual, it is the way in which 
others look at you that lias to show you decisively whether or not 
you are doing the right thing. The chatelaine does not look at you 
with disapproval and this is the sign that you are doing ail right. 
The second time, however, she looks at you a Httle more criti- 
cally. Your progress at the piano-desk is not particularly good, 
although you have made some discoveries there, because you 
very often wonder about two aspects that are important to you: 
"hythmical sounds have done you a lot of good of late, they have 
brought you closer to yourself, while on the other hand it is a 
great wish of yours to be able to express yourself clearly in lan- 
guage. For the time being, then, there is a deadlock. Time to con- 
tinue the journey through the house. On the upper floor you en- 
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counter the most recognizable part of yourself. The intellectual, 
who registers facts with a critical eye and is startled out of his 
mind when something unexpected occurs. However, we are con- 
cerned here not only with the intellectual and his shortcomings, 
but also with the tendency of many people to hold man*s intellec- 
tual, analytical powers in such high esteem that the other side of 
life is lost from sight. In the language of the old myths this is ex- 
pressed as follows: everything is dominated by the sun and by the 
male element; compared with this the moon and the female ele- 
ment are pushed into the background* 

In addition, you make yet another discovery: the man never 
goes downstairs, he lives altogether in his head and knows only 
by hearsay that he also has a body. Very ingeniously an external 
communication system has been devised, by means of a pneu- 
matic mail system, whereby you remain up to date with what 
your body has to tell you, but without having any direct contact 
with it* Music must indeed be of great benefit to you. Music 
takes you straight back to your links with the earth. 

So much for your examination of the situation in which you 
find yourself. Most of the points of recognition you found in the 
man upstairs. He lacks the peace and quiet to put order into his 
affairs and to clear away the obstacles that obstruct his view of the 
other half of life, that of the nocturnal sky. It is at this point that 
you intervene. Putting the cupboard in a horizontal position 
clears the view of the moon. In a symbolic way you thereby bring 
the influence of the moon and the moon goddess into the house, 
who, in the far distant past, occupied such a central position in 
civilizations several thousands of years bcJ* At the same time, 
however, this would mean that the influence of the chatelaine, 
who is closely related to the moon goddess, is extended to the 
upper floor. The question arises whether this can indeed be done, 
or whether it is not an all too radical intervention. After all, those 
ancient civilizations were followed by thousands of years in which 
the male element was central, and was placed in the foreground, 
if need be with violence, in the name of the true faith- This inter- 
vention would imply the introduction of a totally different atti- 
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tucle toward lite in you. An attitude whereby not so much intelli- 
gence or the LQ, is the measure of all things, but the E,Q M the 
Eros Quotient;* This is the capacity for loving, although we have 
not yet devised a figure to indicate how clever we are at that. It is 
in particular the influence of the moon goddess that used to bring 
people closer to themselves and to each other and allowed them 
to be aware of their connection with the cosmos. 

If all this is about to happen in you, you have your work cut 
out, and if I were you I would go downstairs, for it is not impos- 
sible that resistance is already being organized down there, Vested 
interests do not so easily allow themselves to be dislodged- 

You saw it happen. The whole house was in a state of turmoil, 
when the black knight within you had risen in order to turn the 
tide, The chatelaine is all to pieces and has hastily ordered the 
basement to be swept and whitewashed* The paint is white, with 
a tinge of blue, to ward off the flies, you say* Once again the flies 
are to be blamed. Even in biblical times the lord of the flies, called 
Beelzebub, was put to the fire and the sword. 5 The goddesses were 
taken to the dung heap and women were demoted to second- 
class citizens. 

The recent developments that had taken place in you came 
within a hair's breadth of being reversed. The knight seized con- 
trol and unleashed a profound passion in the woman in the four- 
poster bed. And in doing so he went just that little bit too far. 
You were on the point of leaving the field, but now you inter- 
vened in order to rescue whatever could be salvaged* You will 
have to start afresh, but it seems that you have made your choice. 

New Phase for the People 

I am sitting on the roof of a church* A slater is at work there, 
because the rain was coming into the church. We are on an 
'sland here. In the distance I can see another tower, which looks 
omewhat like Big Ben. Not another church, I hope? A bell is 
inging. You can hear it across the sea. Suddenly we are in a 
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hurry, The slater and I hasten to get down, to the boat. There 
is also a woman there, and the three of us quickly jump into 
the boat. 

On the open sea I see sharks swimming underneath the boat, 
Meanwhile my attention has been distracted* Where were we 
going again? Oh yes, that bell. I now see that many small boats 
are sailing in the same direction. Fortunately, the slater is a calm 
sort of man. He is simply present. Like the spokes of a wheel 
the boats converge on the island where the bell tower is* The 
ringing sounds unpleasantly loud now. It is indeed a church. I 
don't like that, for I detest everything to do with churches and 
with Catholicism, The church stands on top of a rock. We have 
to climb a number of steps. 

At the top of the hill is a plateau. Lots of sheets have been 
spread out on the grass there. People are sitting around them. 
Music begins to play softly. 'The scene is not only cheerful but 
also important, A Russian Orthodox priest has something to say- 
He seems an unpleasant fellow. I shudder at the sight of him. 

What is happening here has something to do with a new 
phase in the lives of the people. A new step has to be taken. 
This requires watchfulness and effort, From the church tower, 
lines are sent down with decorations on them. Where exactly 
they have to go is not clear to me, Of course, I could ask the 
priest about it, but I prefer to talk to someone from the 
orchestra* He says it has something to do with the moon. It is 
not merely a question of distance or anything like that. It is 
going to be an entirely new chapter. Something like: the moon 
is going to describe a different orbit around the earth. And the 
influence of the moon will also be more directly and more 
consciously noticeable. AH the people are sitting in the dark 
around the sheets, waiting for the moon. It rises late. It must be 
a full moon. The moon brushes past the top of the tower and is 
now exactly behind the cross. This is annoy ing^ but true. The 
people are singing and hold one another by the hand. We three 
do the same. The moon now descends slowly. And wanes. Only 
now do 1 see what has happened. It had risen as a waxing moon, 
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became full behind the cross, and is not setting as a waning 
moon. The whole cycle completed in one night. It sinks with its 
convex side touching the horizon first. The earth trembles 
briefly and then it is time to go back. 



For Whom the Bell Tolls 

The roof of the church leaks, of course that is no news to you. In 
some way or other a tremendous resistance has risen in you, 
against the traditional collective faiths, but as a result you are 
now wandering around as one who is spiritually homeless. And 
yet it won't leave you in peace, you want to find your own mean- 
ings. At the beginning of this imagination we therefore find you 
in the company of the slater on the roof of the church, but he does 
not have any answers either. Albeit with reluctance, the two of 
you set off on the road when in the distance a bell is rung. From 
the way so many little boats are heading for the same place, you 
conclude that something drastic is about to happen, even though 
you have no idea what it might be. 

When you arrive by the second church, it begins to dawn on 
you: a new phase is about to start for the people. This is a strange 
remark, because you don't say that a new phase is beginning for 
you, but for the people, it can't therefore be a question of a new 
kind of faith, because that would normally concern only a small 
part of mankind. On inquiry it turns out that the moon needs to 
be closely watched, because its influence on mankind is about to 
increase significantly. Although you have found a good vantage 
point for this purpose, it takes some while before it dawns on you 
how exactly this change is being represented in images. The 
cross had distracted your attention, but at last you get the message: 
all the phases of the moon become visible in one single night. 6 

In the previous story you had already taken steps to clear the 
view of the moon, but at that time you did not yet know that such 
a radical, symbolic event was to take place. Perhaps it was a good 
thing that your attention was fixed on the cross for so long, be- 
cause at least that means it has not escaped you that for a brief 
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moment the cross and the full moon coincided and became one 
symbol. In the past this was usually a sign that the equilibrium 
between the different forces in the universe* such as the forces of 
the four elements: water, fire, air, and earth, and also male and 
female, was in jeopardy, 7 It might therefore be useful to pay closer 
attention to this in the future. 

An increase in the influence of the moon can, of course, already 
be observed to some extent, in such things as the women's move- 
ment and the increasing concern for the fate of the environment 
and the survival of human life in general. 

Here in your case we may expect that the influence of the fe- 
male pole both in the conscious and the unconscious part of your 
Self will increase considerably. 

The Scorpion 

The term moon dance comes to my mind- I would prefer not to 
think of dancing. The name was a good one, though. I see that 
someone is dancing, but it is not one of the people who are here 
with me. It is a woman in rags, as in an Indian temple- I see her 
dancing in the fire, and there are flashes of lightning in the sky. 
She beckons me to join in, but I immediately suppress that 
fanciful idea. Yet it will not leave me alone- There is a point of 
conflict in me. If only I could do it safely, but that lire seems 
very hot to me* I know I am going to do it all the same. If only 
there was some music for me to hide behind. 

There is no stopping me, I am already dancing, Everybody 
starts to clap rhythmically and there are drums and congas. She 
dances in the Indian fashion while I dance mmr like an African, 
wilder therefore, But it is okay. The people are forming a circle 
that comes closer and closer- Normally I would be afraid to be 
so surrounded. Here it is all right. It is very special, to be 
dancing like this in a fire- The people are making a trellis of 
their spears above our heads. Suddenly the woman has 
vanished- I grab hold of the spears and am carried to a river. 
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There they lower me. It hisses. So tar everything has gone well. 
The trellis is laid on the river, so that it becomes a raft on which 
I sail away in the direction of the sea. 

In the sea there is a rock sticking out above the water. That 
is where I have to go and also the people who are with me on 
the raft. On the island there is a palm tree. Near it someone 
sits tailor-style. It is a woman. She has a sturdy body. She 
says, "Hi, so you have arrived." She is there because of us. She 
is not a slut. She is someone with self-respect. She possesses a 
certain kind of freedom. When we have become used to the 
surroundings we see that the woman is carrying out a certain 
ceremony. She is sharing out something. It has to do with fire, 
because she is preparing something in a cooking pot. It bubbles 
and has to do with a scorpion. The scorpion is in a little cage, 
close by. We all have to take a sip from the potion, 

I think she must be a sorceress or a priestess. She gets up and 
comes toward me. Then she places the scorpion on my head. It 
crawls down over my nose, buries itself inside my shirt and 
walks down, right across my prick, md stings me in the balls. It 
doesn't hurt very much- In a sense it makes you potent, Then 
the scorpion crawls upward across my back. When all this is 
finished the woman beckons me and I have to do it with her. I 
feel as if I were busy with a she-bear, I don't know why this is, 
because she is really a woman. But she has the same kind of 
firmness about her. 

The Initiation into the Unconscious 

Your study of the house of the soul lias brough to light several 
important tilings. In the first place a very one-sided intellectual 
activity was being carried out on the upper floor, without having 
any counterpart in the form of intuition which knows without 
being able to indicate how the knowledge is acquired. Secondly, 
in the basement the instincts had free rein and there was nobody 
to keep matters under control. You know this part of yourself and 
it worries you. Sometimes everything comes together in a single 
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experience, for example when you walk past the butcher's store 
in the village of your birth and old childhood memories come to 
mind. You were seized by panic when you could hear the scream- 
ing of the pigs being slaughtered, while at the same time it made 
you so excited that you had an erection as a result. You were 
totally incapable of controlling the forces that raged in you at 
such times. 

In addition you are at this moment especially aware of the out- 
bursts of aggression that enable you to wipe the fioor with every- 
one and everything and make a clean sweep. The black knight is 
also a familiar figure to you. Injustice always tends to make you 
very angry and you are sorely tempted to do away with democ- 
racy for a while and issue the necessary orders from above. 

Against this background it is worth having a closer look at all 
the things that happen in the story of the scorpion. Unfortunately 
our knowledge of the ancient symbolic imagery in this story is 
still very inadequate. We shall have to make do with the small 
bits that are at our disposal. 

To start with, there is the moon dance, which did indeed occur 
in the rituals connected with the moon goddess, although in a 
rather different way from your experience here." What fascinated 
people most about the moon was the phenomenon of its changing 
shape, its waxing and waning, whereby the most frightening mo- 
ment was the time when the moon could not be seen at all. In the 
moon dance this waxing and waning of the moonlight was em- 
bodied, and it was in this way people, by means of a dance, came 
to terms with the great mystery surrounding these changes. The 
most striking aspect of your moon dance is the woman who dances 
in the fire. You draw a connection between her and an Indian 
temple. This is a second indication that we are here dealing with 
a very special dance. It is a ritual dance, by means of which a psy- 
chological event is being enacted. In India, the dancing god 
Shiva was indeed surrounded by a circle of flames, to indicate 
that an incarnation of eternal energy was taking place. So there 
again there was proof that people can truly become part of a 
much larger happening. Heaven and earth may be separated, but 
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they can be experienced as parts of one united whole. And the 
same is true of the reality that men and women are separate but 
can experience each other as united together. 

You have had to conquer many things before you were able to 
take part in this fire-dance ritual. 'File fire is Frightening and in 
the world outside it is only possible in very exceptional circum- 
stances to be in a fire and not burn yourself* In this itnaginal 
world, however, it is possible, and you must have suspected some- 
thing of this, otherwise you would not have ventured into the 
fire* And then there are a few more small details: you are not a 
very good dancer, and then to dance with so many people around 
you is not at all an easy thing to do. Yet you are pulled into it, "1 
know I am going to do it," you say, and that is how it is. Then the 
events follow one another in quick succession. The people make a 
kind of trellis or net on which you are lowered into the river. In 
this way aggression is put aside and two images are combined 
which in the ancient feminine civilization used to occur in so 
many images: the net and the water, as a sign that we are dealing 
with living water or, if you like, life-giving water. According to 
this train of thought, life originated from water. So you sail to- 
ward the open sea in your remarkable conveyance. You have 
learned a great deal about how to give events ix chance, and you 
have even become very curious to find out what all this is leading 
to, You want to know. Together with a few r friends you are fur- 
thermore prepared to deal with the strange world of the uncon- 
scious, "Hi, so you have arrived," someone says, It was not a co- 
incidence then, the events fit in with a specific plan. To start 
with, you are given something to drink and you have some idea of 
how this drink was made. 
If this tree is the moon tree, as can be seen in pictures from the 
icient past, and if this woman is the priestess who mediates in 
the encounter with the moon goddess, then the potion can also he 
identified- It would have to be the soma potion, which people 
used to be given to drink in this ceremony, made of sea water and 
the fruit of the moon tree/' This soma was the source of inspira- 
tion for the development of the Self, as an inner voice that pos- 
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sessed a natural wisdom* If all this is true, then it could be the 
introduction to an inner movement toward controlling the un- 
bridled instinctive forces in the basement of the house- 
Many men have seen her before, this lonely woman, usually 
high up in the mountains, and many have wondered whether this 
is a suitable sort of place for a woman on her own. In your case 
she is on a solitary rock. You seem to take it for granted that she is 
there, but you are surprised at the strange Fashion of her dress 
and at the scorpion in a cage which she has with her. 

Perhaps here we should say a little more about that lonely 
woman in the mountains or, as others call her, "the lady of the 
animals, 51 10 

In ancient Greece there is a well-known story of the goddess 
Artemis, the goddess of the hunt. She assembled the animals 
around her. Unlike the men, she did not fight the animals but 
subjected them to hen It was she who gathered young girls and 
brought them together in groups in order to initiate them to life, 
by involving them in ritual dances. She was clad in bearskins and 
the young girls were called the she-bears J 1 She was there also 
for the men, although the men could not be her partners. She was 
the virgin, the woman who did not belong to men, let alone to 
one single man. She was there as the person who knew by na- 
ture how to deal with the instinctive forces in mankind, which 
were represented by animals. Hence "the lady of the animals*" 
She knew all about the animal forces in us and knew how to deal 
with them. 

In view of the circumstances in the basement of the house, it is 
not insignificant that you should meet her here. She will proba- 
bly be able to unleash the counterforce in you which will allow 
you to deal with the situation. Clearly, this requires quite an 
operation. The sacred animal from Egypt, the scorpion, has to be 
brought in to arrange one thing and another. In Egypt there was 
a goddess who used to be represented with a scorpion on her 
head, and this honor now falls to you- 12 The scorpion itself would 
be portrayed with the head of the goddess Isis, So you are in very 
distinguished company. 
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You make no objections. The scorpion's journey over your 
body would make many other people shudder, but you remain 
fairly calm under it. It is as though the priestess has made so great 
an impression on you that you dare to be confident that all will 
turn out well. Even the potency-enhancing sting you take in your 
stride. What kind of potency is this, anyway? It ran not be ordi- 
nary sexual potency, because you tend to have too much of that 
rather than too little. We must therefore look in the direction of 
your potency or power to relate to the female power, which pre- 
sents itself here and which will enable you to cope with the ani- 
mal element in you, without being devoured by it. 



The Women's Archipelago 



dragon ship comes sailing along, with a swan in its sail. My 
attention is drawn by this swan because it is moving. The swan 
asks what I am doing on this ship. Indeed I am now on board. I 
tell him I am on my way to something unknown. It is a voyage 
of exploration. ''Well," says the swan, "then you have done right 
choose this ship." I ask why he is hanging in the sail like a 
icified Christ. He says, "By being a symbol like this I can 
have more influence on the course of events." There is 
something erotic about the swan and also something pure. It lias 

do with fate and with surrender. The swan has a cut in his 
neck from which blood is flowing. This has to do with sadness 
and with destiny. 

I grab hold of an oar in order to lend destiny a hand. I am in a 
hurry to make sure that events take their proper course. When I 
look back from the forward deck I see the world gliding away 
from us. We are sailing into space. The ship moves forward like 
the swan itself, with stretching movements of the dragon's head. 
The ship sails rhythmically. The rhythm seems to be important. 
We sail in the opposite direction of the setting sun. Tall grass 
rises out of the water. There is something like an island, where 
only women live. Their special quality is that they can walk on 
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the water. It is a kind of women's commune. They have their 
own social organization- They live from what the-* spa supplies. 
There are several more islands, ail belonging together. 

They don't mind us going ashore* We go to their island in 
order to learn something about how they conduct their lives. 
There is something special , something mysterious about them, 
apart from the fact that they can walk on water, I have an idea 
that they have something to do with festivals and with the 
supernatural. But I can't find out about that just yet. They rule 
the whole area. There is also a queen. We are given a hospitable 
reception. They knew we were coming. What a pity that I am 
unabie to discover their secret. 

In some way or other these island women have a secret, and 
this secret forms the core of their special life, It is a kind of 
power, but how or what exactly is unclear to me* 

The men with whom I am in the boat split up so that each 
woman has a guest* I am visiting a woman of a somewhat 
Oriental appearance. She radiates a certain sensuality* She seems 
to do everything in a crouched position. She has coal black eyes 
and a rare combination of thinness and yet soft rounded curves. 
Mmmm, a delicious hostess. 

In the course of the evening it appears that she, like me, has a 
desire to make love. Before we go to bed, something most 
extraordinary happens: she crouches down with her feet flat on 
the ground, as those Oriental women can do so casually . . . and 
takes a mussel out of her cunt. Then she comes to me. I am 
utterly astonished. This must have something to do with their 
secret and with the central point of their organization, It seems 
that when they make love they briefly put aside their special 
powers and become ordinary beings of flesh and blood. At any 
time they can resume their special powers* I find this a difficult 
idea to get used to and I dare not do as I please. This way, 
making love acquires an air of being used* 

The following morning I decide to have a talk with her about 
one thing and another. She says she is not allowed to reveal the 
secret, but that it is accessible to anyone who discovers it for 
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himself. Nothing is kept hidden. The mussel has something to 
do with it, but it works only, for instance as a contraceptive, 
when you know the secret. She also discloses that they worship 
a godhead or a power that resides under water. But for the rest I 
have to discover it all by myself. They keep nothing concealed. 
The secret is accessible to anyone who is receptive toward it and 
is ripe for it. They themselves also had to discover it on their 
own, but because they chose to live in this commune for a time, 
they underwent a period of training which has sharpened their 
powers of observation of certain aspects oflife. She admits that 
this is more difficult for men. 

The next morning my mates from the dragon ship leave the 
island. I have decided to stay here, because I want to know 
more about it. Time and time again I want to discover truths 
about life. I have often gotten into trouble and various crises as a 
result. But here it seems to be different. Here it seems more of 
an adventure. In the past the meaning of my life seemed to 
depend on it. That is still so now, but you could say that this 
time 1 can only win. If I don't discover the secret I am no worse 
off than when I first arrived here. I want to share in the secret of 
the women and I am also prepared to offer a service in return, as 
long as I can stay here on these islands. 

When the men leave, the captain calls out: "Think of your 
own boat! Discovering secrets is fun, but being your own boss is 
worth something too.' 1 The swan in the sail winks at me. A 
feeling of nostalgia takes possession of me and also a feeling of 
loneliness, being all on my own surrounded by nothing but 
women. But never mind, it also has an attractive side. 

Now I am walking on the main island and I arrive behind the 
hut of the queen, in the central square. There I catch a few 
words . . and then you must make sure he is wearing the 
"acrifical clothes and that somehow he arrives here on the main 
land, then we can overpower him." 

In a state of some bewilderment I now wander about on the 
island of the dark woman. I intend to talk about it with her: 
what was the meaning of this and what it was all about and who 
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it was about. A moment later the woman appears, but there is 
no opportunity to ask any questions, for she is busy with 
something. However, there is every reason to be suspicious, for 
what other "he" could there possibly be on these islands except 
me? Then the woman takes a garment out of a box and says, 
"Here, do me a favor. Put on these pants and wear them for as 
long as you are here, Pd like you to do that. 11 1 examine the 
pants and see to my surprise a hole on either side of the crotch, 
as big as an egg. If I were to put on these pants, my two balls 
would peep out through these holes. Well, that makes it crystal 
clear to me who and what they are intending to sacrifice^ and 
how* I also realize with a shock what their secret is, roughly: 
once a year they sacrifice a fellow who is mad enough to want to 
discover their secret, and it looks as if now it is just about the 
right moment. So I am the one who has to walk into the trap, I 
say to the woman, "Okay, Til go and change my clothes/ 1 
Meanwhile I reflect that it would be rather exciting to walk 
about in those pants and make love. 1 know that there is no 
danger as long as I am not on the main island. 

So I go back to the woman in my balls-pants. She laughs and 
grabs me by the balls. As I thought, making love is great like 
this. 

But afterward it is high time for me to get away. On a pretext 
I make myself scarce, I gently glide into the water and swim 
away, out to sea. What next? For some reason or other I am full 
of high spirits. I am sure something good will turn up, Actually, 
1 had expected more of these women, more answers to my 
questions and a clearer revelation of their secret. Perhaps this 
was not the right place for it. 

The Threats of the Unconscious 

To go on a voyage through our inner world is an exciting adven- 
ture, The inner world is one in which there are many temptations 
but also a number of dangers. As regards the latter, there is a dif- 
ference whether the journey is made as a man or as a woman. You 



THE CHALLENGES OF A CIVILIZATION 



119 



make the journey as a man, and this means that the unknown 
world of the unconscious will appear to you chiefly in a female 
form, as we have seen so far. 

Now that the initiation rites are over, the actual voyage can be- 
gin. You are on board a dragon ship, together with only men, and 
this at once indicates a whole program of what may be expected. 
The mother ship and the mother dragon, full of inexperienced 
men, not counting the captain and the swan; I am curious to find 
out what will happen. The swan knows all about it, or so it seems. 
It is a symbolic swan, you are told, and this means it is a swan 
with influence. Your fate depends on it. In ancient myth the swan 
was to be found in the vicinity of Leda, Aphrodite, and Artemis, 
and so we may assume that the story of your journey will be con- 
tinued here on this ship. 13 

You are sailing in the direction opposite the setting sun and we 
may therefore suppose that you are traveling toward the moon. 
Moreover, it seems as though the ship is leaving the earth. This 
makes the journey a cosmic one, although the ordinary elements 
are present, for within a short time there is water once again, and 
islands are looming up. Women live there separately from men 
and they have arranged their lives entirely in their own way. It is 
just the sort of thing you like, to be able to study such an unusual 
society from close up. 

Most of all it is the air of mystery in that place which greatly 
excites your imagination. What can be the secret of these women? 
That they are possessed of special powers is immediately obvious 
to you. Also that you are under the spell of their power? Not 
quite that, I believe, at least not yet. You more or less feel that you 
can move in any direction. You still feel free to come and go 
wherever you please. But if I am not mistaken, it is the freedom of 
someone who is in love. You think you are still in control, but in 
fact you are busy burning your boats. Listen to the captain, who 
is advising you to think of your own boat. The swan winks and so 
we must assume that nothing will come of it, because the swan 
controls your fate. 

In the reality of every day I hear you complain that sex is domi- 
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nating your life too much. It is on your mind all the time and you 
can't stop thinking about it* On these islands it must drive you 
crazy altogether. Luckily, these things are quite well organized 
here, so that some kind of order can be created in you as well 

It is as if lovemaking is not simply lovemaking here. The rea- 
son for this is that the women are dedicated to their own center, 
to a power that resides at the bottom of the sea. Besides, they are 
virgins, that is to say women who have their own lives, and do 
not exist for the men. At those moments when they wish to meet 
a man, they put the mussel aside and after making love they pick 
up their power again and continue to lead their own lives. 

Actually, this is a story we could have known before, for did 
not Aphrodite regularly renew her virginity by immersing her- 
self in the sea, to reappear again carried by the shell of a mussel? 14 
Virginity has nothing to do with making love, but wit!) having a 
center of one's own. Just as men have a center of their own, so 
women have one too, albeit a different one, as we shall see later* 15 

Your decision has been made, you are staying behind on your 
own in this archipelago, in search of the secret. Clearly you are 
not aware of the fact that you might be swallowed up by the 
mother dragon. Like a spy on foreign soil> you catch a few inco- 
herent statements, which nevertheless arouse a certain disquiet in 
you. Slowly it dawns on you that a cruel deed is being prepared, 
but the signs will have to become very clear if you are to give up 
your plan. You simply can^t get enough of the motherly warmth, 
not even when you are given the ceremonial garment to wear in 
which the castration is to be carried out. 

And yet it is necessary for you to detach yourself from all this 
nest- warmth. 

Luckily for you, you meet several women who are motherly in 
the favorable sense of the word. They are capable of mustering 
the necessary hardness to sacrifice their son, so that they them- 
selves are able to live as free women again. And you will be liber- 
ated from them to find your own individuality, and after that you 
will be welcome again. In effect, at a certain moment a woman 
needs to sacrifice her son by giving up her maternal feelings for 
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him; and a man must put aside his sonship in order to become 
himself. 

Without knowing it, you have begun to appreciate the wisdom 
of this ancient ritual whereby the goddess annually castrates her 
son in order that he may live as a free man and choose a wife for 
himself. 1 * 



Ouroboros 

Swimming in the sea I take off those ridiculous pants. The 
temptation is too great. The pants sink to the bottom of the sea. 
A fish darts into them. There is such a wild commotion that for 
a moment I see nothing. Then I see the fish's head sticking out 
through one of the holes in the pants. He emerges altogether 
and then goes back inside through the other hole. It is an eel, 
and he comes to rest as if riveted like a ring through a nose, 
peering out through one of the holes. 

This was accompanied by tumultuous movement and this is 
why the great secret beast, which always sleeps in the dark, has 
woken up. It is a large, reptile-like monster from prehistoric 
times. He has not quite become a fossil yet, and begins to set 
himself in motion, rises toward the surface and finds me there: a 
sprawling naked little human being. He opens his mouth wide 
and I am swept into it. 

Inside htm, I arrive in a slimy room. Three men are playing 
cards by a little table, by the light of a small wick. "Ha, here's 
another one," they say. "We were just one player short. Have you 
been with the women too?" "Yes I have," I say, "but how can 
you people stay alive in here?" **Oh, when you are here, time 
stands still," they say, "just as it does for the beast himself. The 
main thing here is that you feed your spirit. You have to get it till 
out of yourself. But at least you can find peace and quiet here " 

Then, out of the darkness of the intestines, clad in animal skins 
and armed with a club, there appears a Teutonic figure. He is a 
good-natured guest. He had gone in search of an exit from the 
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labyrinth of the beast, but was unable to find one in all the 
centuries of his being here. Now the five of us devise a plan to 
escape- I suggest the idea of making the beast nauseous by 
dancing around in him. And sure enough, after a while we pass 
by his molar teeth and float to the surface. The Teuton at once 
occupies a special position. He has found a mast we can hold 
onto. The wind carries us in the direction of an island with a tall 
snow-covered mountain on it. In fact, I don't really want to go 
to any island just now. 



Fortunately, the dragon ship approaches. The captain greets 
lis and it turns out that he knows the Teuton* He says that he 
and the swan knew all about what happened. He has been 
cruising in these regions for a long time, but lie knows he must 
not try to stop events from happening. They must run their 
appointed course. He is glad to see us again. 



Rebirth 

In this story you never know whether you are on the way to free- 
dom or whether you are swimming straight into a trap. On the 
island you were able to escape from a threatening danger but 
whether you are now back in safe waters is another question* No 
sooner have you got rid of those peculiar pants than the Ourobo- 
ros conies swimming along, the snakelike fish that bites its own 
tail. In this extraordinary manifestation the snake has become the 
image of circular time, when has neither beginning nor end. In 
the world in which that time reigns, you cannot say that death is 
an end j nor that birth is a beginning. Here dying is a necessary 
condition for renewal and this is why dying is in fact a form of 
change. 

The world of the soul is governed by this time and the circular 
snake is therefore the introduction to the Impending changes. 
You will disappear from the surface of the earth and you will re- 
turn as a different person. The wriggling creature vanishes into 
the mouth of the huge secret beast, the primordial mother or the 
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dragon, deep down at the bottom of the sea. Thus the devouring 
power of this mother of creation has caught you En the end. 17 It is 
difficult to escape from this power when everything is directed 
toward making sure that you are caught by it. However, all these 
things do not necessarily mean that the end has come for you. In 
this place there is no end, every tiling is eternal Ordinary time 
stands still here, but when the correct rituals are performed, 
everything begins to live once again. A complete waiting room 
has even been set up and they are short of a fourth person. They 
all share the same late and they have therefore known from the 
start where you have come from. They are unable to tell you 
much about what is to be done next. There is one tiling they 
know and that is that you must not go in the direction of the laby- 
rinth in the belly of the best. You would never in your life find the 
way out. Suitable means will have to be found to travel from one 
reality into the other. Fortunately, you have some experience of 
this now, and you manage to persuade the others to do a ritual 
dance inside the monster. This makes the beast feel sick and that 
is your chance. Like Jonah in the whale you are spewed out, to- 
ward the new life. 

This means a life in w hich you stand on your own two feet, not 
a life in which you are passive, but where you can take your own 
decisions. It is also a life which adds its own values to the femi- 
nine values in which you have just been instructed- This is very 
necessary if you are to find your way in society. 



The Sun Wheel 

Smoke is rising from the top of the snow-covered mountain, 
which is an odd thing to happen to a snow-covered mountain* 
There are also a lots of little black figures coming out of the top, 
which then gather together on the beach. There they unfurl a 
banner, very large and very long. On it is written in big letters: 

FOR THE RIGHTS OF THE SUN. 
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Meanwhile I notice that I myself am on the way to the crater, 
in order to find out what is going on. There is a smithy inside 
the crater. A tall chimney carries the smoke upward and out. 
There is a damper in the chimney which makes it possible to 
send smoke signals. A devilish figure is in charge. His tail ends 
in the form of a heart. Other figures are poking and stirring the 
fire with iron pokers* They are making a cartwheel. There is a 
cart there, which bears some resemblance to a Roman chariot. It 
is a chariot that carries you through the air. That is what the 
Teuton and 1 will do, we will make a voyage through the air in 
that vehicle* He remains very calm under It, I have to spur on 
the horses. He hangs over the side of the chariot. 

Below us lies the ship, There is a large expanse of sea with an 
island here and there. We are safe up here, and we debate 
whether we should fly over the women's island. They can't 
catch us now anyway. We fly across the island without danger, 
we are very high above it. Hie women are lying in the sun. We 
want to let them know that we have passed overhead. When 
we are right above them I call out: "The pants are lying in the 
water." 

Now I feel something like a struggle in myself. I want to go 
down there and at the same time I have a feeling that we have to 
be very careful indeed. We alight on the water and before long 
the woman I met on one of the islands comes swimming along 
toward us. I ask her what exactly was the purpose of those 
pants. She replies, "We eat up only those who want to be eaten 
up." Then she explains that we are allowed to mingle with them 
but that we have to maintain a certain distance. She means that 
we cannot take part in their lives. "If you are so keen on being 
completely abosrbed into the world of women, then so you will 
be " When we take our leave she says, "Always welcome, but 
now you know the score-" 

Together, the Teuton and I take the chariot back. We both 
think the woman is right. And we really needed to know this. It 
gives us a kind of freedom, while the road to the women has not 
been cut off. When we are back by the crater we lie down to rest 
in the four-poster bed- The voyage was well worth the trouble. 
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On the Road to Adulthood 



Your desire to visit yet another island has completely vanished. 
Yet you are unable to drive the newly occurring image of the is- 
land with the white crater into the background. There is proba- 
bly a meaning behind it, you conclude, and so yon decide to go 
along with this image. With great emphasis it was announced 
from the beach that "the rights of the sun" were at issue. Clearly 
this means that you had gone along too far with the influences of 
the moon. You had a narrow escape from the dangers of your ac- 
tion. Let us therefore have a closer look at what this crater has to 
offer you. 

To begin with, you come upon a classical scene: a large fire and 
a devil close by it. The fire served to purify people and to liberate 
them, especially from the influences of this devil. lB Although you 
grew up with a belief in the devil and in purgatory, I do not no- 
tice that it upsets you in any way. Your interest is immediately 
directed toward what is being made down there in the fire. You 
have landed in the world of material things, let us say, the begin- 
ning of the world as we know it now. What is important here is 
that which can be made, the things that can be ready first and 
those that are made later. People think about causes and effects, 
they establish rules and they like to have order and regularity. 
They strive for perfection, and you have to assert yourself with a 
certain aggressiveness. It is the world of communication and 
economics. 19 

In normal circumstances, you would not be too keen to enter 
that world. But your desire for adventure knows no bounds and 
something very tempting has been set up for you here. A real sun 
chariot, so that you can whizz tli rough the air in the wake of the 
god Helios. There are quite a few plans to be forged in this crater. 
If a wheel can be forged, then obviously many more things are 
possible. The most desirable objects will shortly be presented to 
mankind and you will contribute your little mile. But first you 
will take a trip through the air, and make cautious contact with 
the women in the archipelago. 

The Asian woman is prepared to give some explanation, now 
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that you have already discovered most of the message yourself. 
Everything you have experienced on the island, and also in the 
sequel at the bottom of the sea, formed part of the secret. A sec- 
ond birth was necessary, which was accomplished when you 
managed to escape from the big fish. It was an age-old rite, which 
is still today performed on young men in the jungle* To carry out 
this ceremony, a hut has been built in the shape of a large fisJi** 0 
Afterward you will expand your identity further, but beforehand 
it was necessary to realize that "being absorbed into the world of 
women" is not a desirable option for you. The transition to a cen- 
ter of your own is not always pleasant. Sometimes you have to 
leave a lot behind and the prospects in our men*s world are not 
always very attractive. You will have to find your own way, and 
the crater offers you a first chance. 



In the Cavatry 

With boat and all we circle around in a whirlpool and are being 
sucked down, toward the bottom of the sea- There the boat 
comes to rest on dry land. We step out of it and can walk across 
the sand. I poke my finger into the wall of water, and this 
creates a circle which then becomes horizontal so that we arc 
able to look across the water again. 

In the distance we can see a castle which looks like a cream 
cake, I feel a great sense of doubt rising in me, whether I really 
want to go there or not. It seems I have wavered for a little too 
bug, for now I see myself already on my way toward it, wading 
through the water From one of the towers a white flay; has been 
hoisted with a text written on it which I cannot read- Around 
the castle a palisade has been erected, such as you often see in 
Westerns. 

Somehow or other I have arrived inside the enclosure, and 
there I see people busy with horses, They are soldiers. They are 
wearing round flat caps, each with a cross on the flat part. 
Again, a cross within a circle. 
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There is a black horse waiting far me. The other soldiers 
appear to approve of this. The horse puts his head on my 
shoulder, This makes me realize how soft the underside of a 
horse's neck is. I have to take care of this horse now. I am told I 
have to pay for him, or if I don't 1 must join this cavalry unit, I 
am free to come and go as I please* That appeals to me quite a 
lot, so I decide to join up. I do not have to submit to their 
discipline , they say* Just as well, I think, because that would riot 
suit me at all. 

Like the others, I take up residence in a stable. There is a 
central kitchen where I can obtain my meals and the next day I 
have to report for a personal assignment. It seems that I am 
predestined to carry out certain missions, like, for instance, 
measuring water levels or things of that kind- 
It appears that there are Indians in the neighborhood. They 
are sending me to these Indians as a messenger, because they 
seem to think I can probably get on well with them, I must try 
to develop contact with them. So I set off through a hilly 
landscape and finally end up in a wood where there is a clearing, 
A fire is being made in a hold in the ground. Gathered around 
the fire I see a lot of cripples and lepers. They are in need of 
vitamins and medicine, I do not want to act out of pity. When I 
ask them whether they have anything to barter it turns out that 
they possess no material goods, only peace. It is very peaceful 
there, and it seems as if these people do not need to achieve 
anything. My struggle between ambition and doing nothing is 
stirred by it- 



Acting in Innocence 

Finding yourself in a whirlpool suggests a reorientation. The re- 
sult is that for the continuation of the drama we find ourselves in 
the setting of a castle in the form of a frosted cream cake. 

And as though this were not enough, there is even an en- 
losure of palisades, so that the idea of a Western occurs to you, 
io it turns out to be a mixture of the old-fashioned and eontenv 
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porary romanticism. It appears we are at the* beginning of the co- 
lonial era. At high .speed the entire history of mankind passes be- 
fore your eyes. Carried along by a spirit of ad venture ? you forge 
ahead and you do not shrink from taking certain risks, as we al- 
ready noticed earlier in the women's archipelago* Here you join 
the ravalrv without realizing thai b\ clnin^ so you have: come 
within reach of all the myths to do with riders and their horses* 
You are well on the way to discovering the secrets of this male 
society. At once your weakest spot is attacked, your tender feel- 
ings for the horse's warm, soft neck. No sooner have these feel- 
ings evolved in you than there is talk of payment. And if von an- 
unable to pay, you may join the cavalry. You spend a brief mo- 
ment investigating to what extent you are bound by the contract, 
and then yon probably commit the same error that thr whole of 
mankind has always made: you become a soldier and you seem to 
think that it is possible to be a soldier without being counted as 
part of the wan ing parties. 

Your choice is understandable. There is a lot to be said for it. 
The state has undertaken to feed you and give you shelter. Fur- 
thermore you will probably be given missions to carry out and 
this will flatter your vanity. You will be doing harmless tasks, 
such as measuring water levels and the like, In doing so you will 
be contributing to the "general good," so it is quite all right for 
you to take it on. 

Meanwhile a profound suspicion has risen in me* Looking at it 
from the outside, I have the impression that you are walking into 
a trap* It is as though you are going to be used for quite different 
purposes from the ones you imagine- The first water levels you 
are sent to measure are those of the Indians, and you have soon 
drawn your conclusion: the water comes to their lips. They are all 
mortally sick. What is to be done? It lias become a serious prob- 
lem: those people have nothing to barter* All they can offer is 
tranquillity and relaxation, but what can yon buy with that? At 
best it is something of use to you personally, and for the rest you 
are once again briefly aware of being driven by ambition. 
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Growing Tomatoes 

Now that I am able to observe the state of the forest dwellers 
from close by, I realize that it cannot go on like this. 1 travel 
back and forth to the castle several times and pinch whatever is 
necessary from the stores in the cellar. An agricultural business 
is being set up in the woodland area. It appears that the tomato 
plantation is already producing a surplus. 

One morning I am summoned by the commander of the 
castle. 1 am being let in through a large gateway. The walls are 
beautifully decorated with mosaics. Behind a large desk sits the 
commander, in khaki uniform. 1 had not expected this in a castle 
of this sort. 

He seems very businesslike, which reassures me. No conflict, 
therefore. He says, "It has come to my notice that you are in 
regular contact with the people in the wood. So far we have 
always kept our distance from them, because we have had 
difficulties in the past. Our policy is aimed at being 
non aggressive, and for the rest we have never been interested in 
having anything to do with them." 

Meanwhile it appears that he has heard about the production 
unit that has been set up there, and this has attracted his 
attention. "It might be of advantage to us if they could supply us 
with vegetables, considering the long feeder lines that presently 
supply the castle," he says. He will see what the castle has to 
offer in return for the tomatoes. That would be a start, 1 will 
have to come to an arrangement with them. 

And indeed, the transaction is successful and my first mission 
is thereby completed. Before long I shall no doubt be asked to 
do something else. However, when I look out across the sea I 
notice that this area is not as peaceful as I had thought. A ship is 
approaching that looks like a warship. I am not sure whether I 
really want to explore these images any further, it looks as if the 
people on the ship are Spanish and I don't like the look of them 
at all. There has been enough trouble with them in other parts 
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of the world and no doubt they are now going to make a 
nuisance of themselves here. 

The men step ashore and within moments there is a clattering 
of arms. A delegation makes its way to the commander, but 
apparently this results in nothing, because it then looks as if 
there is about to be a battle- They are demanding possession of 
the area, and a fight is therefore unavoidable. 

Our dragon ship is bobbing on the waves nearby. The Viking 
captain had stayed in the neighborhood all the time. His ship 
can sail both on the sea and in the air. We are now busy 
pumping a huge tank full of water and when w e have finished 
we rise into the air with our vessel. When we are above the 
warship we drop the tank of water, I see the tip of the mast 
piercing the tank, and so all their gunpowder gets wet in one 
go. For the moment we shall I rave it at that 

Economics or Warfare 

If for a moment we leave aside the pilfering from the cellars of the 
castle, then it appears that the main line of the story leads to the 
idea of development aid. A tomato surplus is produced and this 
provides the first bartering counter. In the past, tomatoes were a 
sign of fertility and love. This is no longer so in our materialistic 
age. Tomatoes are simply tomatoes, and that is why the captain 
wants to be in on it He smells trade. 

You feel slightly worried as you make your way toward him. If 
only there is no trouble brewing, you think. Well, it doesn't look 
too bad, he seems businesslike* I think it is not impossible that 
you have gone hack on board ship at this point. Listen to what he 
is telling you* His argument is very interesting. 

Up to now they had kept at a distance because there had been 
trouble in the past. (Presumably when they seized possession of 
the place and built their castle there!) Nor is it their policy to be 
aggressive- (Well* well-) And they had not had any intention of 
doing anything about those Indians. (But didn't you tell me they 
were very sick?) Now he has heard about a production unit that 
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has been set up and therefore he thinks it is important that an 
official contract should be drawn up, (So that is how it is: people 
are not interesting in themselves, leust of all when they are sick. 
They become interesting only when there is profit in it. Only 
then does it become feasible to use them in the economic process 
and make them suhservient to it.) 

The logical course for you now is to round off your mission and 
conclude a contract, which you succeed in doing. 

Let us, before we go any further, make a little excursion into 
the mythology of horses, which is to be found all over the world. 
The horse was connected with the sun and with the king, and 
eventually, of course, with the sun king. The rites relating to the 
horse were war rites and came within the compass of a male- 
oriented order which, some thousand years before Christ, over- 
mastered the world of the mother goddess and of everything that 
is feminine. Coins in those days bore the image of a horse leaping 
over a bull. The bull was the symbol of the mother goddess earth 
and of the agrarian society, and this society is now being tram- 
pled underfoot by the cavalry. 21 

Something of this nature is now happening in your story about 
the palace. You are the protagonist in part of the history of man- 
kind. You are standing at the beginning of a new era which will 
last more or less until the present day. 

The end of that era is depicted in Picasso's Guernica, where 
we see a horse being brought down by the lance of its own rider. 
The bringers of light are no longer the sun and the moon, but the 
electric light bulb. The horse has been replaced by the horse 
power of aircraft and tanks. 22 Why do we need all those things to 
do with warfare? Surely the captain was not up to any mischief? 
Your second mission shows that there is something amiss in the 
situation at sea. A Spanish warship approaches, exactly at the 
moment when from a commercial point of view interesting devel- 
opments are taking place. 

You are not sure whether you wish to respond to these images, 
but it can't be helped. The feminine element is being subdued 
and the masculine element has quite different ideas. It wants to 
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subject the entire world to itself, and does not mind a few bouts of 
fighting in order to get its way. 

Women and children have helped to make the male into a hero 
figure. They have carefully educated him for the role, by depriv- 
ing hint of his emotions as far as possible. As a result he is not 
much plagued by uneasy feelings while the shooting takes place, 

Soon enough it becomes obvious that you are not very clearly a 
"man." You nervously llec in the Viking's niotlier-ship. Never 
mind, you are still only an apprentice , and on board the ship you 
are able to think up a plan that is a match for the scorching power 
of the fire which is being ignited. Water has brought rescue here. 

Have you noticed to what extent you were obliged to join in 
the game? You have to be able to justify warfare and that is why 
there must always be a white and black side. For convenience's 
sake the Spaniards have been made black in this case. 

On their caps the cavalry men wear a circle with a cross in it. 
This sign occurs again and again in your story, whenever radical 
changes take place, or when something that is very precious has 
to be rescued or saved. In reality the same tiling happens. Small 
wonder, therefore, that armies carry such a sign with them, In the 
hope that the gods will be on their side. 

Last Sunday a well-known movie was shown on television por- 
traying a similar situation at the time of the invasion of Normandy* 
The style was that of a Western. There were two sides: a group of 
heroes and a bunch of country yokels. The issue was a large 
hoard of gold* Live cartridges were used, as was clear from the 
outcome. Both sides wore a sign on their sleeve- The signs do not 
differ much from each other, in fact they are even almost identi- 
cal. The myth in which you have become involved here is still 
alive* 

The Hermit 

We have decided to leave the castle domain and are now 
traveling in a northerly direction* Strangely, the sun is there too. 
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When we have arrived somewhere near the north pole I see a 
spit of land with a palm tree on it, which is of course impossible. 
How couid that tree have found its way here, and how is it able 
to grow? There are enough questions here to make it worth 
while going ashore for further inspection. 

When we reach the tree I see that there is a cave nearby with 
a man in it. He lives as a hermit and is clothed in animal skins. 
Yet he is not a savage. The cave contains all the things that are 
needed for one's daily life. The man is heating a kettle of water 
on a fire. He guards the tree and takes warm water to it every 
day. He must try to keep the tree alive, until circumstances 
change for the better and life has become possible in this desert. 

The tree is kind of forerunner. The secret ties not only in the 
warm water. The man also has links with a star, I want to find 
out what his secret is. It is as if the man knows what is essential 
for life. Warmth is essential; so, it seems, is light. I see that the 
star is beamed at the man and not at the tree. He is linked with 
the cosmos, which puts him in possession of a certain kind of 
energy. I follow the man closely. The climate really seems to be 
changing. The south wind brings warmth. I am trying to find 
the connection, but I do not succeed. 

Then I decide to ask the man about it. "Wait and see," he 
says, "it will become clear all by itself. Sit down and don't try to 
understand it." 'Hie star begins to shine, spreading a blue light. 
When we have sat in silence for a while, I notice that the light 
from the star has transferred itself to our eyes. I see two moving 
stalks of light in the man's eyes. Then I see the effect when you 
look at something. The plants begin to grow, The light has a 
life-giving quality, and it also brings health. A long time later I 
rise up on a cloud. In the distance I see mountain peaks sticking 
out above the clouds. On one of these there is a blue light. When 
you beam this at another mountain, you can take part in the life 
there. There is light on the other peaks as well. In this way it is 
possible to be in contact with everyone. There is also a woman 
who does not want to join in. In the air a kind of waferlike circle 
can be seen, with a crucifix pressed on it. I don't care much for 
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this- The woman appears to be running away. When she turns, 
she aims a revolver and fires. The wafer talis into the crater of a 
volcano. Perhaps I am too high up to be able to continue, and 
had better return to the earth, and to the women's archipelago, 
which I have completely lost sight of. 

The Idealist 

You are sick and tired of it all, after that business with the castle, 
and you have moved away in the direction of the north pale. You 
have literally absconded, and all the signs point toward a new be- 
ginning- The road of blatant materialism turned out to be im- 
passable- Man will perish on that road. You'd better not think, 
though, that your departure means that there will now be no 
more warfare at the castle. The fighting will carry on regardless, 
until the present day- So there is going to be a new beginning. 
After all that has happened, in the world of water and the world 
of fire, in this desert area, we shall now see the history of mother 
earth, and of how the earth became fertile- 
It is the hermit in the cave who enables you to see what is to be 
done. The situation is so absured that you cannot fail to notice 
that the things that happen here are very strange. To assist a 
palm tree to grow by the north pole by means of a kettle of warm 
water— this really runs counter to all the rules. Your brain is 
therefore having to work overtime, because this is a phenomenon 
you had not reckoned with. Your attention is drawn by a bright 
star and by the light falling on the man. The south wind 1ms to 
bring about a new climate, that is clear, but the most essential 
factor appears to come from the sky* That is where the light 
comes from which has to become fixed in our eyes- Don^t attempt 
to understand it, says the hermit, sit down in it, in the light , then 
the change will occur all by itself* 

Full of disbelief you do as you are told, because you have some 
awareness of cosmic energies and how they can penetrate into the 
world of matter. To your surprise you notice that you have begun 
to see differently- Before your eyes things begin to live and plants 
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and animals begin to grow. You see the world flourish before 
your eyes. Once again you are involved in a mythical event. Lis- 
ten for example to the story of the goddess Inanna in Meso- 
potamia. Her name means "goddess of the heavens" and she was 
called the first daughter of the moon, or the morning or evening 
star {the planet Venus). She was responsible for the growth of 
plants and animals and for the fertility of mankind. 2,1 On the clay 
tablets from that time we read the following: "At that time, in 
those very first days, one single tree, a huluppu tree [probably a 
palm tree] had been planted on the bank of the Euphrates. The 
south wind tugged at its roots and pulled at its branches until the 
waters of the Euphrates carried it away. Then I, Inanna, lifted 
the tree from the water and took it to my sacred garden and there 
I tended it." 24 

That it is possible to look at the reality around you in different 
ways, has become clear on several previous occasions. Without 
the spirit and without wonderment, everything seems flat. All 
things are ordinary and they do not inspire you to anything. You 
almost die of boredom and your life becomes hollow. To your 
amazement, on more than one occasion this same world showed a 
quite different face. From moment to moment you saw the snow, 
for example, in two d Hit-rent guises and you realized with a shock 
that it is possible to reduce life to a banal event. 

You can try, then, to look at the small world in the little yard 
behind your house with different eyes, but the hermit has advised 
you against that. You won't succeed just by looking differently. It 
is a question of a very parodoxical event. You cannot organize the 
light, you can only sit down in it and then it will become clear all 
by itself. The rest must come from the other side, it will have to 
fall from the sky. Perhaps you can try to make yourself receptive 
to this. 

Off you are again. After this lofty event you have gone straight 
into the air. With search lights you scan the sky and there you 
discover several fellow sufferers. It appears possible to take part 
in the life of others while being seated on your own mountain. 
High above everything and with your head in the clouds you 
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seem to be uniting the nations into a universal brotherhood of 
men. But once again a whistle calls you back. Now a woman has 
risen up inside you, to fire a shot at the cross in the circle. We did 
not know that women were able to do this, but facts are facts, and 
she is clearly aiming at something. Or perhaps she is aiming at 
you. You threatened to become unfaithful to the earth and you 
now realize that it is better to go down and resume the thread 
there, if possible together with the woman of the archipelago. 

Every ending of a series of imaginations is arbitrary. Now that 
you have traveled through all the elements — water, fire, earth, 
and air, we shall draw a conclusion. In this series you have so far 
occupied yourself with a number of personal problems. But they 
were not only personal problems. You were involved with the 
troubles and difficulties of mankind as a whole. Strangely enough, 
you were not asked to think about these world problems, even 
though that had to be done. No, you became the leading actor in 
a number of key moments in this great drama. In this way you 
were able to try to find your own answers to the challenges that 
have presented themselves in our civilization in the past and that 
are still with us today. You have also done a bit of work for me by 
taking part in this, for which I want to thank you most warmly. 

This Time It Was My Turn 

At the beginning of the imaginations 1 was faced with the 
question "Who am I?" I was unable to get a grip on the 
meaning of my existence. Time and again I had to try, with the 
aid of my intelligence, to develop a more comprehensive vision, 
but I did not succeed in bridging the insoluble contradictions. 
First of all there was the dilemma of how to give a direction to 
my life while at the same time being steered and determined 
by my environment. In my relationship with a girlfriend I 
experienced the same ambiguity: what do I myself want and 
what am I allowing to be done to me. I was unable to solve the 
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problem, and when the relationship broke up I was in Litter 
despair. 

Initially the situation in my imaginations was chaotic. But at 
a certain moment I discovered that I did not need to accept all 
the images. I begun to distinguish between meaningful and not 
meaningful images, and I learned how to choose between them. 

At first the images were mostly concerned with motives, to 
which I dared not give free rein in my daily life. I became aware 
of the kind of fears and dark longings that were stirring in my 
mind. At times quite a lot of courage was needed to admit the 
images at all. In fact, I had often seen them long before, but 
there was such a taboo on them still that I dared not have 
anything to do with them. At such moments I was inclined to 
give myself instructions about what I was allowed to feel. Only 
gradually did I begin to realize that admitting unacceptable 
feelings did not in any way imply that I was at their mercy. I 
was still able to choose, and I could reject them if I wished. By- 
far the most important thing was to face up to them, which 
enabled me to be actively engaged with the products of my 
unconscious. In this way a stronger link was formed between 
the various parts of myself and a certain measure of cooperation 
between these parts was also created. 

So it came about one day that for many hours I was riding on 
a black horse, in rain and in the darkness of night, through a 
totally empty landscape. Even the ground was not visible; there 
was only the horse. I relived my loneliness from the time prior 
to this event. The horse and I had no one but each other, and I 
was touched by the animal's faithfulness. We returned to the 
inhabited world together. 

In my imaginations there was often an element of violence 
and aggression. I was always very startled at cruel incidents 
such as, for instance, pigs being skinned alive. These incidents 
had a lot to do with sex, and the relationship between men and 
women in the imagination occupied me for a long time. To me, 
there was something mysterious about women, and 1 was afraid 
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of them. I think that this was probably the reason why I went to 
try and wheedle their secret out of them. During that journey 
there was a kind of turning point. I stopped chasing Lifter them 
and started going my own way. In reality, something rather 
similar happened. My life ceased to be dominated by this 
question. 

The aggressive element has not altogether gone, but it has 
become less violent. It is as if a connection has been made with 
my curiosity, which means that I can direct my energy toward 
reaching certain goals, and that I can be more open to othtT 
people. It also means that I am able to think about certain 
things with a sense of humor and that I no longer cling so 
anxiously to all kinds of truths. I even found that there was now 
room for apparently useless things such as abandoning myself to 
rhythm in dance and music. By playing with colleagues I was 
able to clear my head and make myself open to others, 

I think that my longing for the great, all-embracing absolute 
is in fact a spiritual longing, the wish to penetrate what lies 
outside our reality and to experience that our world is not 
purely external. It was important to me to throw aside 
predigested group-beliefs and to go in search of my own values. 

It seems to me that the values in our culture have at times 
degenerated into a thin veneer, A quick wash by a few economic 
setbacks causes much of it to disappear, as if the values were 
based on little more than a bit of "social talk," on facades and 
moralistic twaddle. 

A different kind of thinking was set in motion in me, Hie 
scientific, methodical thought is still present, but beside it I now 
have scope for the stream of thought to which you do not have 
to give any direction, and which allows new creativity to bud 
from old rigidity. 

At the moment I am trying to create a life for myself in society 
as it is at present. Inevitably, I too shall have to submit to wage 
slavery. My main concern will be that I do not at the same time 
surrender myself as well. It is a precarious equilibrium. I have to 
keep telling myself that it is merely a game and that I should not 
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take it too seriously. I must take care of myself and not allow 
myself to become dependent on a job or on the welfare state. I am 
beginning to fed jusi a little confident that I will find my way. 

I am a man of extremes and many of my problems were a 
result of this. Time and again I Just sight of the opposite pole, 
and could no longer find the equilibrium. Again unci again I saw 
contradictions, whereas in fact there are two poles between 
which a fruitful tension can exist. My discoveries are not really 
new, I know that, and yet it feels as though they are new. This 
has always been the case, but this time it was my turn to find out. 



4- PHENOMENA AND 
LAWS IN THE WORLD 
OF THE SELF 




The Formation of Imaginations 
the inner images 

People live in two worlds at once, an inner and an outer world. 
Even the most outwardly directed people do so. Every now and 
then it is necessary to return to home base, even if only in order to 
prepare new measures for further action. 

The border traffic between the two worlds runs very smoothly, 
so smoothly that at times it can no longer be said with certainty in 
which world we find ourselves: we wonder whether we have seen 
something for real or whether we have imagined it. The imaginal 
world we are dealing with here fulfills a number of important 
functions, One of these is the function of making preparations for 
the future. Our plans for the future can be tried out by means of 
inner imaginations, and if the trials turn out well we will carry 
out our plans in that way- In order to make our tests as realistic 
as possible, in certain cases we can make use of images from our 
memory, which can have a large degree of reliability. In other 
cases we shall have to create new images, because we do not 
know from experience what they look like. We visualize the new 
situation as clearly as possible and test our actions. 

In this way it is possible to travel back and forth in time, so 
that we can be alternately in the past, the present, and the future. 
And we can move from one space to another, so that we can expe- 
rience events in other parts of the world. 

It has been known for some time that these inner images can 
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have a great influence on us. They can cause us to be in a particu- 
lar mood or cause us to have a particular feeling; similarly, our 
thoughts can be directed by them- The "fantasy" that something 
is going to turn out badly may well have as a result that we never 
embark on it; we prefer to stay in the misery we know already. 1 
Better to have a toothache than go to the dentist. On the other 
hand, however, the images can also help us, and with the aid of 
our imagination we may be able to rid ourselves of a great deal of 
trouble* 2 Fantasies or images are not quite the same as imagina- 
tions in the sense in which we use the word here, In order to 
bring about imaginations certain conditions must be met first 



CONDITIONS FOR THE FORMATION 
OF IMAGINATIONS 

The main characteristic of imaginations is that we ourselves do 
not have full control of the imaginal situation and that in some 
cases we have no control over it at all, 

Something enters from the other side which we had not ex- 
pected. This may surprise or baffle us, it may move us emotion- 
ally or can arouse any other feelings in us; it can frighten us and 
even deter us* 

The first condition for the formation of imaginations is that we 
begin to direct our cnnn nii :iied attention to the world of inner 
images. It therefore requires in the first place a measure of con- 
centration, and this is the reason why it bears some resemblance 
to certain forms of meditation* You have to close yourself off from 
the outer world for a while, and you must occupy yourself only 
with what goes on inside you, It is therefore advisable to close 
one's eyes during the imagination, although some people can see 
the inner images even when their eyes are open. 

By means of concentration and of focusing the attention, we 
find that a number of things will happen at once* Certain figures 
will detach themselves from the background and very soon all 
kinds of associations will be set in motion in us, with the result 
that the world of images begins to acquire meaning. Sometimes 
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several figures demand our attention simultaneously and then it 
is a question of choosing: am I going to occupy myself with this 
or with that? Directing our attention also leads us to feel involved 
with the imaginal figuration. It does something to us: it makes us 
curious, appeals to us, makes us experience something or arouses 
a certain aversion in us. In short, the images invite or repel, but in 
both cases we are inclined to begin to do something with them. 

The second condition is that we allow the images to change 
spontaneously. It is chiefly because of these changes that events 
different from the ones we ourselves are programming can occur. 
In most cases the effect is very surprising. Images will appear on 
the screen that may lie far away from reality and so it may hap- 
pen, for instance, that fairy-tale figures appear, or mythological 
characters, such as have been encountered by people throughout 
the centuries* 

The non-realistic character of the images makes it necessary to 
interpret them. What does this or that image signify? What does 
it resemble? What thoughts and experiences does it arouse in me? 
As we attribute meanings, a problem occurs: things can no longer 
be defined unambiguously. We enter the world of parables and 
symbols and are faced with the realization that symbols can often 
express several things at once, and that our ordinary thought pro- 
cesses are inadequate to deal with this. As is known from the 
practice of meditation,^ involuntary forces will then make their 
appearance in us, which appeal to a different part of our brain and 
our personality. 

The third condition is the active involvement of the ego. This 
can happen in several different ways, firstly by tracking down the 
inner logic according to which the images are developed. 4 Why 
am I being confronted with this image and with this event? What 
am I to conclude from it? The fact that, for instance, the flowers 
in the garden let their heads droop when I feel sad, can be under- 
stood without further explanation. But what am I to think of the 
gardener who, without saying a word, hands me a little white 
flower? And what is the meaning of the little house which, apart 
from one small window, is completely under the ground? And if I 
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do not know what to do with the flower, is it a coincidence that 
there happens to be a little cupboard with a lock in the wall? 
Could this perhaps be a hint? 

There is an inner logic at play, although it is not always easy to 
track it down. There doesn't seem to be much cooperation in this 
respect. The unconscious Self can let us go on struggling on our 
own for a long time, without in any way facilitating our task. The 
only thing that usually proceeds unhindered is the constant chang- 
ing of the images. Different pictures and situations keep appear- 
ing, which may lead to a gradual improvement in clarity. 

A second form of involvement, which is directly linked to the 
first, concerns taking action. We saw it in the example of the gar- 
den: it is possible to go for a walk in that garden. It's ten to one 
that at the beginning of the imagination we find ourselves stand- 
ing on a path and we may safely assume that the path leads some- 
where. If" you can't immediately find anything to do, you might 
do worse than take a walk, and wait to see what you meet and 
what happens. In this way, too, changes keep occurring in the 
place of action. 

The third form of involvement is that of interaction. You can 
make contact with the different figures and when you have be- 
come used to the situation it is quite normal to start up a conver- 
sation with the people you meet. 

So it can happen that when you are in the little house, the gar- 
dener passes by after a while. And when you ask him, "What 
have you come for?" it may be that he says, much to your amaze- 
ment, "1 have come to get my flower back, because you are not 
looking after it properly. It isn't getting enough fresh air and you 
don't give it enough compost/ 1 until you understand that he is 
really talking about you. 

OUR ATTITUDE TOWARD THE IMAGINAL PICTURES 

It is not at all self-evident that a person will want to be involved 
with his imaginations. It is important to examine our attitude to- 
ward the unconscious Self. In our civilization today we have be- 
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come so used to acknowledging only the existence of an ego that 
it may be difficult to find a satisfactory attitude toward those im- 
ages in which the unconscious Self manifests itself. It can happen 
that the ego and the Self operate in two quite different directions 
and that no useful contact can be achieved. It is important to bring 
about sound interplay at the beginning of a series of imagination. 

Let us make this clear with an example: suppose you don't 
have much confidence in your own strength. As long as life is 
sunny, all goes well, but as soon as a frightening situation occurs 
things go wrong. Suppose that during your imagination you find 
yourself in a sea and that you are floating pleasantly on the blue 
water* Suddenly, something begins to pull you down and then 
you feel anxiety- What should you do at such a moment? Do you 
still have the confidence that these images can do no harm? If you 
don't , you will probably drop out. You open your eyes and the 
whole frightening situation has gone. You assume that the un- 
conscious Self is not to be trusted. Or in simple language, you no 
longer trust yourself. 

How do people manage to gain experience in dealing with 
Frightening images and to be at ease with themselves? Listen to 
someone's own words: 

I am floating in the sea and hcv something black moving about 
in the water- I am being dragged down by my hair, I turn 
around and look into the water to see who is doing this to me, 
Within seconds there is a fight- There is a snakelike animal 
down there, very eerie, and pitch-black. I can't put up with that 
kind of thing* 1 ask the animal who sent him. He points at a 
Jesuslike figure on the beach, "What's the meaning of this" 1 
call out. "I sent him to make you stronger " he replies* I say, "I 
wish we had come to the point when I don't need that kind of 
thing any longer." He laughs and calls out, "YouVe come a long 
way already; as soon as you have overcome those negative feel- 
ings about yourself you will have reached your goal. And it is 
already obvious that you have enough strength." 



The woman who says these words is making a totally intuitive 
distinction between what the scary beast does (his behavior) and 
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what the behavior signifies. 3 She clearly assumes that the snake's 
frightening actions have a purpose — stronger still, that the pur- 
pose is a positive one. Unfortunately, this unpleasant activity is 
still necessary at this moment, but pn hups it will soon no lunger 
be necessary; once she has become strong enough the snake will 
be allowed to disappear. The positive attitude which is here 
adopted with regard to the unconscious Self is decisive for further 
growth. 

The Second Center Beside the Ego 

the initiatives of the unconscious self 

There are two ways in which we can enter our imaginal worJd. 
The first is very clearly directed toward a specific aim, because 
we want to see something specific, the sea for instance, and sure 
enough, if that is w hat you have in mind, the sea will indeed ap- 
pear. The other way is to let anything occur at random. In that 
case you may find yourself in a world which you would never 
have dreamed of, so that you need to look around carefully for a 
while in order to find out where in heaven's name you are. 

In both cases, however, the unconscious Self is present in the 
imaginal situation. You may be by the sea, but why are there for 
instance no other people, and why does a boat suddenly sink be- 
llow the waves? Apart from the things we actually seek, we may 
also be fac ed with aspects of the things with which we are uncon- 
sciously preoccupied. That is why we must all the time ask the 
question: "What does this situation have to tell me and what can 
be its purpose?" 



'HE OFFERED SITUATION 



ie situation as it is offered in the images impresses a mark on 
the person who enters it. This is clear as soon as something ap- 
>ears that has a strong appeal to us. When this happens, you may 
respond by lying down to bask happily in the sun or you plod 
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laboriously through the soft sand. Sometimes the expectation 
that something is about to happen can be deceptive. For what are 
you to think of a landscape in which there is nothing or nobody to 
be seen? You wander on and on and for fifteen minutes or more 
nothing happens at all. 

In such cnses you may be inclined U> think that the rule does 
not apply to you. Or perhaps the contrary is true, perhaps you are 
completely determined by the situation, You show so little ini- 
tiative yourself that the course of events remains utterly monoto- 
nous. This can happen especially when you have been taught sys- 
tematically that you should not take action on your own behalf, or 
when you yourself have chosen to play such a role. It is then of 
the utmost importance to break the power of the situation, 

Every offered situation has a number of typical characteristics 
that can provide us with information about the problems which 
at that moment play a role in our life. For example, every land- 
scape has a specific symbolic force. 6 Entering a damp cave sug- 
gests a different theme from walking up a path leading to a moun- 
tain top. The landscape points to a particular inner mood and 
offers the possibility of opening up specific problem areas. 



ROADS AND CROSSROADS 

We have already mentioned that every road leads somewhere and 
can therefore be used as an invitation to set off toward a goal- If 
the road is straight and immensely long so that the end is not in 
sight, there is little reason to expect anything new. If there is any- 
thing to see, you can usually see all there is at a glance, right from 
the start, But if you are out for adventure, you will probably find 
yourself at the beginning of a winding path with unsuspected 
twists at the end of the journey. Thus the mere presentation of 
various situations and the kinds of paths and roads can suggest 
that there is a hidden intention behind the images we see- Almost 
invariably, the intention is to get us to act. If this is not successful^ 
or if we are too passive, then a crossroad may appear before our 
eyes, so that our ability to choose is put to the test. There is no 
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signpost. Often there is some indication to suggest what differ- 
ence it will make which road we choose. One road leads to the 
sea, another to a wood and the third leads to the inhabited world* 
You can choose whichever one you want. 

The unconscious Self does not always take charge of the situa- 
tion T especially when you are still too undecided yourself. Once 
you have made up your mind and are prepared to follow the sug- 
gestions, the initiative of the Self can take on impressive forms. 7 
We might also say that you have to believe in its power, which is 
probably true of all therapies. 



THE GUIDES 

On our journey we can meet all kinds of creatures that demand 
our attention. This is particularly true of those creatures which 
we shall call the guides. They are usually animals which have been 
placed there deliberately to show us the way. In the preceding 
therapies there are several examples oT this. The guide does not 
usually speak, but indicates by means of gestures that he is not 
there for nothing. It may be a duck, quacking vociferously and 
pointing with his beak to his back, as a signal for you to sit down. 
Or it may be a rabbit, putting a carnage in front of you and in- 
dicating with his paw that you should get into it* Sometimes the 
animal uses actual words: "Why are you standing there, looking 
at the eclipse of the sun, do you want me to take you to the sun? 1 ' 
Once you have become used to taking the advice of these guides, 
you will notice how much benefit this can bring. The place where 
the guide takes you will turn out to be well worth studying. 

Dealing with imaginal situations, roads, and guides arouses a 
particular ability in us, that of unconscious knowledge or intui- 
tion." Things are not made known explicitly and yet you simply 
know what is intended. You also know that you can safely go up 
in the air on the back of the duck and that you are in no danger of 
falling off- And if you did fall off, you can still be sure that once 
down on the ground you will stand up and look around you in 
order to find out what was the meaning of such rough treatment. 
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Should you land in such a savage world and yet not lose your 
faith, you will he rewarded. 

THE OPPOSING PLAYERS 

They provide the opposition and it is their aim to set the inner 
dynamics in motion and to make development possible in situations 
of stagnation or regression. 

Often the guide will point the way to the opponent: for ex- 
ample, the horse takes you to the princess and the rabbit has 
placed a carriage In front of you in order to take you to a fisher- 
man. Both are there to provide interplay: the princess by inviting 
you to give a reception together with her. She lets you shake 
hands with people and you have no idea why. But it arouses a lot 
of questions in you. So does the fisherman, because he is fishing 
for icicles which then lie melting on the hank. This makes you 
think about questions that lie far beyond your horizon. 

Probably this need for counterplay is the reason why the op- 
posing players are often of the opposite sex. The inner dynamics 
are set in motion by means of polarities, and the stagnation seems 
to have occurred because of a fixation on one of the two poles. 9 

The unconscious Self finds the necessary players and often 
provides a challenging opposition, but it does not create the game 
itself. You have to develop the game, and much depends therefore 
on the question whether or not you are prepared to respond to 
the challenges. If ideas come to your mind and you carry them 
out, then the opponents are sure to respond. The most important 
thing is that you find the beginning. Usually we operate in the 
first instance with experiences from our childhood as our starting 
point, when our parents were still the opposite players. These ex- 
periences form a matrix for what you will expect later in the 
imaginations. However, the opposing players often do something 
different from what you expected, and it can even happen that 
ideal parents appear, so that you simply have no idea any longer 
what is going on. If your confidence in your real parents has been 
greatly damaged, it will be very difficult to muster enough confi- 
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dence with regard to these new players, who are acting so differ- 
ently. On the other hand, it is equally difficult to remain system- 
atically mistrustful, and it is therefore possible that much damage 
from the past may be repaired. As long as you receive often 
enough what you were deprived of in the past and for which you 
have been longing ever since, the ice can melt for you too, and a 
positive development can he brought about. 

The opponent may have a great deal to put up with, as the fol- 
lowing example will show. "In front of me stands a black bird 
with a yellow beak. He is picking at his feathers and is completely 
turned in upon himself. I hate that kind of behavior. However 
much I implore and bet, he does not react. Then I give him a 
push so that he falls to bits on the ground. His head goes on look- 
ing at me, with one eye. I am sorry for what I have done and start 
stroking his head gently. Then the whole bird starts to grow to- 
gether again, starting from the head, and he says, 'You should not 
have done that." 1 

THE CORE FIGURES 

When we look at the figures in the imaginations we get the strong 
impression that there is a central organization. It is for this reason 
that in the introduction we spoke of the core of the Self. We are 
not in a position to expand further on this. In the imagination of 
the talisman in Chapter 2 there occurs the figure of a gardener. 
He has an ordinance survey map with him on which all areas 
from previous imaginations occur. The only place that is not 
shown on it is the place on which the man is standing at the mo- 
ment; that place is shown on the back of the map. This indicates 
something about a "reality" which is different from ordinary real- 
ity. You could say reality has a front and a back. The back of real- 
ity is not subject to the laws of finite time. Hence the fact that he 
calls himself the Eternal One and Life, 

It seems that this core figure has the management of a whole 
series of imaginations. 10 He is the director, but from time to time 
he is also a player, as appears from the imagination about the old 
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man and the sketch book in Chapter 1 . Here too we encounter a 
person who occurs in the imaginal reality but who at the same 
time stands above and outside it, which means that he can be- 
come an anchorage providing a firm hold in times of uncertainty. 

A role closely related to that played by the Eternal One is 
played by various divine figures that appear from time to time, for 
instance, when the woman see,s the following: 

I am floating in the water of the sea. The sun (a^ain the sun) 
goes down behind the palm trees. On the horizon I see a calm 
figure, a sort of woman with sevrral arms and with her legs 
folded under her. She radiates calm, a calm strength. She beck- 
ons to me. I detach myself from the water and feel that I must 
approach her with respect. I feel awe. There is a red cushion on 
which I can sit. When I look into her eyes I almost feel sick with 
emotion. She has a .sad expression, but it is not personal. It is 
more a question of a collective grief which she carries within her. 
"Yes, 1 ' says the woman, "weeping goes further than crying* You 
weep and that is good- Allow yourself to weep " She strokes my 
feet and this feels very gentle. "Yes," she says, w i#- l1t lm^ H and 
weeping belong together; it is good that you have come." 

Between her eyes I see a beautiful shape with crystal stars. I 
ask her what this means. She replies, "You will learn to under- 
stand. It is still too eady. As long as you leave the sea often 
enough." 

Here again is a core figure who knows what is hidden behind 
the visible things. The multiple arms are reminiscent of an Indian 
goddess. She inspires great awe. It must be noted, however, that 
her presence points to developments that cannot be forced. They 
require time, and they also demand that the ego choose such a 
development in complete freedom. 

Our Inner World Is a World Apart 

THE WORLD IMAGE IN IMAGINATIONS 

There is a need to say something about the world image in imagi- 
nations. This need follows from the fact that phenomena occur in 
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imaginations that are not known in the outside world One such 
phenomenon is that life in the imagmal inner world takes place 
not only on earth but aLso in the sky and in the water, or rather, 
under the water and even under the ground. You might say that 
the imaginations operate with a very ancient world image, in 
which the universe is divided into a heaven, an earth, and an 
underworld. 

Heaven. It is always good to be in heaven. When you are there 
you are temporarily withdrawn from the hurly burly down be- 
low, You can float around to your hearths delight, there is always a 
suitable cloud on which you can nestle to take a rest. This gives 
you the opportunity to observe a certain distance and relativity, 
which enables you to come to some conclusions about what is to 
be done next; 

It is easy to move about in the sky: you can hover on your own, 
but there is also a large assortment of flying creatures offering 
their services as flying taxis, All of a sudden a bird stands before 
you, inviting you for a trip on his back, or you are being fitted 
with wings of your own, so that you can fly by yourself. If need be 
there is an angel near by to show you the way. 

If you find it difficult to take initiatives on your own, there are 
other ways. For instance, a whirlwind may come to your aid and 
exercise so much suction power that you cannot help going up in 
the air — or, rather, it makes you want to go up in the air* You are 
being whisked around numerous times and then, gently or not so 
gently, you are dropped somewhere- When you land, you will 
have lost your bearings for a moment, for you have arrived in a 
new part of your inner worlds or at any rate in an area where you 
do not come very often. There is no doubt that it is very impor- 
tant to have a good look around. 

Earth. On earth many things take place in the manner to which 
we are accustomed, with the difference that accidents are not fatal 
in the usual way. For instance, you can crash into a tree and yet 
stay alive. You can be threatened by a tiger and simply remark, 
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"There is a furious tiger standing before me, exactly in the place 
where I want to be. What might he want? Maybe he is going to 
eat me, but I know that if he does I will simply go on living. Let 
me see why he is so angry. He says he is angry because he is 
locked up. I know that feeling. 1 suggest to him that we look for a 
solution together, and he agrees. 11 If the man had decided to chase 
the tiger, the outcome would no doubt have been different and he 
might well have been eaten up. 

A tiger does not appear for no good reason. The aggression of 
the animal was obviously related to the aggression of the imagi- 
nator. Being afraid of a tiger means, therefore, being afraid of your 
own aggression. To conquer this fear means that a new road is 
cleared, namely the possibility of tackling the badness inside you. 

In brief, these images occur in order that you may make prog- 
ress within yourself- For instance, suppose the ground .suddenly 
begins to crumble away under your feet. This can happen on the 
edge of a ravine, and if you can't quickly find something to hold 
on to, you topple into the abyss together with a lot of chunks of 
rock. Once you have gotten over your fright, you get up and watk 
on. A useful question to ask is this: why did that rock crumble? 
You can be sure it did not crumble for no reason. Was there per- 
haps a moment of panic? A flash in which you thought you were 
losing control, up there on the edge? That would be enough to be 
translated into an image, and down you go. If you should find 
yourself in a similar situation again and you succeed in subduing 
your panic in good time, there may be a few little stones rolling 
down, but that is all. Peace returns and you can carry on as usual. 
Moreover, the panic will not come back so easily after that. You 
may have to struggle for a while, but you must be prepared to 
accept that, if the panic is to disappear from your daily life. 

The Underworld. There are many roads leading to the under- 
world. When swimming, you sometimes notice that you are being 
pulled down or that you are being sucked to the bottom by a 
whirlpool. Sometimes people simply walk into the sea and con- 
tinue their way on the bottom of the ocean. Quite often there will 
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be a shipwreck that you can enter, and there will be a hatch 
somewhere* giving access to an underground passageway. In the 
earth there are also entrances to the underworld. Sometimes 
these are through a manhole cover and sometimes through a little 
door in a tree. You step inside and find stairs leading down. 
Sometimes you get to the underworld through a cave or by stray- 
ing into a marsh and sinking into the mire. Of course this is not 
very pleasant but at least you stay alive. After a number of these 
disagreeable experiences you begin to discover why these things 
happen. Or you don't understand it, but without realizing it you 
have nevertheless come to adopt a different pattern of behavior 
and to have different feelings- The images change whether you 
understand the situation or not You don't need to understand 
everything in order to undergo a favorable development. You re- 
spond unconsciously. 

One notorious entrance to the underworld is the black hole. In 
certain cases this is the first image' people see and they are often 
faced with a "black hole" in real life as well. When you look into 
the black hole for a long time you will notice that something be- 
gins to change. You will notice that you can go down into it and 
land somewhere and yet stay alive. 

THE SUN AND THE MOON 

The sun and the moon represent a polarity; that is, they are con- 
nected with each other w hile at the same time there is a contrast 
between them. In imaginations this may be demonstrated, for in- 
stance, by women seeing a sun and men seeing a moon. The sun 
and the moon are then representations of the opposite poles. 
People are usually to a large extent unaware of their opposite 
pole, but when the sun or the moon appears as an antipole in an 
image, this appearance often forms the beginning of a process of 
growing awareness* A good example of this can be found in 
Chapter 3 of this book, where there is talk of a "new phase" for 
people. In that particular imagination the influence of the moon 
increases greatly; that is, the unconscious forces rise to the surface. 
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If the sun suddenly becomes very important to a man, then we 
can speak of a further development of the masculine identity. Sun 
and moon can appear in their true form, but it is also possible that 
instead of the moon an image appears of the moon goddess or of 
water — the element that is her domain. If the sun is to be repre- 
sented, then the sun god may appear or the element that belongs 
to him, fire. In the following extract we find an example of this. 

I feel as if I am still not regarded as fully fledged. When I am 
with my contemporaries I have the impression that they have 
made the grade and that I have not even begun. I want to do 
something about this in the images. 

I see a sun god or a sun king, something like that. He is 
seated on a litter which is carried by many people- I am stand- 
ing by the side. He sees me and says, "I am here for you too- 1 ' In 
one hand he is holding a decorated stair and in the other a golden 
spoon r I decided to speak to him. I say that 1 have seen him be- 
fore and ask whether he can perhaps help me to get ahead in the 
world. He is wearing a large feather headdress and in front of 
hini he is holding a large round shield, "Certainly " he says, "I 
have seen you before too, and I can help you, because you are a 
son of the peopled Then he pulls two feathers out of his head- 
dress, dips the points into a fire and gives them to me* I have to 
draw something with these feathers. With my right hand I 
draw, completely automatically, an open hand and with my left 
hand I draw a fist- 
He takes both these hands and brings them toward each 
other. They have to hold each other. It causes hurt and grief. 
One of the hands is in a stiff cramp and squeezes the other hand 
until it almost breaks. He puts a coin into the left hand and then 
it opens, I say, *it would be good if these two hands trusted 
each other/* He asks me what is the matter with that left hand. I 
say, "It looks like a claw" and when I look at it I see it is a tiger's 
claw. I stroke the tiger on the head and he walks away into the 
desert* 

I ask, "What should I do in order to become more relaxed? 1 * 
He says, "Follow the tiger. He will be able to help you 

This is what happens when a man meets the sun god- He is 
addressed as a son of the people- Exactly the opposite happens in 
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Chapter 2 of this book. The woman in question can tell From the 
state of the water (the domain of the moon goddess) what her 
own situation is like. The water is frozen and there are icicles in 
the stream. The sun is needed here as an opposite pole, and the 
fisherman shows how it becomes possible for the sunlight to 
penetrate into the water. The real breakthrough occurs when the 
fire is brought in to melt the ice. The two poles of sun and moon 
must keep each other in equilibrium. 

THE ELEMENTS AND THE FOUR WINDS 

The Chinese knew about the elements in very early times. Later 
the ancient Greeks thought about them, and theories about the 
elements spread also to the rest of Europe* The Native Ameri- 
cans knew about them and so did the peoples of Africa and India. 
The elements represent certain forces in the imaginal inner world 
of man. They constitute its basic data, 11 

In the examples I have cited, these data appear again and 
again. The symbolic force of the elements and their connection 
with, for instance, the winds, is varied and complex. In the West, 
the theory of elements was abandoned long ago, but it might be 
worthwhile to take a fresh look at it, through a study of dream 
symbolism and of the data obtained from the imaginal world. 

In our examples information about the elements crops up, es- 
pecially in Chapter 3, where the man in question makes a cosmic 
journey and travels to the four winds where he comes in contact 
with the various elements. There seems to be an organized cohe- 
sion, but it is not yet clear how the connections are to be made. 

In the therapy described in Chapter 3 it is demonstrated that 
each of the various elements can exercise its own influence on the 
person, and how the person will develop further seems to depend 
on tlie relationship between these influences. 

The Accompaniment of Imaginations 

Not everyone needs to be accompanied by a therapist when work- 
ing with imaginations. In principle, it is possible to do everything 
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oneself- In practice, however, many people, especially at the be- 
ginning, prefer to receive support, for a variety of reasons: 

• Your thoughts will often lead you to places other than those 
where the images occur. The therapist can help you not to 
wander off. 

• "Scary" things may occur that frighten you and make you 
wonder whether they really belong to the imagination. When 
this happens it is important that there is someone near you 
who has witnessed such terrors before and knows that they 
do not last for long and that when they are gone the world 
will look different again- Such a person will be able to say to 
you, "If you are brave enough, wait and see what happens 
next and try to find out what is the meaning of it all." 

• To many people it is important to be able to put their experi- 
ences into words at the moment that they have them. This 
sharpens their attentiveness and makes them more alert to 
what is significant- Putting things into words is a first step 
toward taking action. You do not merely undergo something 
but you also do something. 

The therapist who accompanies the imaginations must therefore 
serve various purposes, 

EFFECTIVE IMAGINATIONS 

The therapist's first purpose is to bring about an effective imagi- 
nation, that is to say, to make sure that three necessary condi- 
tions are met: ( 1 ) the subject must experience an imaginal world; 
(2) the images must be allowed to change spontaneously; (3) the 
subject must become actively involved in the imaginal world. 

In order to achieve alt these things it is useful to ask certain 
questions, such as the following. 

• What do you see or what do you experience? 

• Where exactly are you and what are you doing? 

• What happens there? Is anything changing? 

• Can you talk to the figure you see? 

The relationship between the therapist and the imaginator is a 
very special one. In order to carry out his (or her) task, the thera- 
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pist is completely dependent on the information he receives from 
the person who is being accompanied. In order to form an idea of 
the place of action and of the images that occur, he must be kept 
up to date from moment to moment. All that is available to him is 
"radio contact." He is told things by someone who is extremely 
busy and who keeps his ground station informed as he goes along, 
perhaps asking for further instruction from time to time, because 
he is in a situation reminiscent of some monstrosity on the moon, 
It is all utterly strange to him. By means of all his senses the 
imaginator perceives an unfamiliar world and wishes to know 
what other people who have been there have experienced and 
what he can and cannot permit himself to do there. This is why 
two people set off on the journey together and must try to interact 
with each other as well as they possibly can, 

PROBLEM SELECTIVITY 

The therapist's second purpose is to see that the subject makes 
progress with finding a solution to a problem, in a sen.se this is a 
false purpose- Imaginations do not necessarily have to be used for 
solving your problems. At moments when you don't have any 
problems it can be a happy experience to enter the imaginal 
world. Even then it remains a challenging world, which can be 
an inspiration in many ways. Many creative and artistic achieve- 
ments have found their beginnings in this way. If, however, you 
are in a muddle with yourself, then the encounter between the 
ego and the Self can acquire the very special purpose of trying to 
get out of the difficulties. The accompaniment will then be di- 
rected toward this aim. Imaginations cannot in themselves get 
you out of trouble. You can try to exploit the possibilities of your 
imaginal world and use them for your particular purpose, and the 
therapist will keep a close eye on whatever information is given 
by the Self. In that case it wilt be important to pay close attention 
to the actions and reactions of the Self insofar as they are related 
to the specific problem situation you are in. It will then appear 
that the Self can provide an extensi ve range of learning situations 
that may be of help in solving the problems. The therapist may 
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assume that the iina^inator's ego has already tried everything 
possible to find a solution. 

We can therefore direct our attention to the contributions 
made by the Self* How can the situations be evaluated from that 
perspective? Let us take the example of the dwarf and the straw- 
berry plant from Chapter 1 of this book. 

* First, we find that the imaginator's ego is busy trying to in- 
fluence the situation in a positi ve way, (The dw arf waters the 
strawberry plant.) 

» Second, the odds are too great* (The witch proves capable of 
threatening not only the strawberry plant but also the dwarf,) 

• Third, there is a skeleton that can be brought to life, so that a 
knight is created who is able to turn the tide. 

In this situation it is necessary that the imaginator see himself not 
only as the dwarf but realize that he can also become the knight. 
The therapist's role must in such cases be aimed at following the 
Self in its efforts. The imaginator must know that there is a knight 
hiding inside him and that he can use this knight to make the 
threats go away. The Self has shown that there is knightly cour- 
age present, even though it has yet to be awakened. In some cases 
it is necessary for the subject to be made aware of this possibility. 
In the course of the imaginations a new threat may occur, as hap- 
pened a little while later in this same example. 

On his way to the church the man meets two devils by the en- 
trance; at such a moment it is important to know that a knight is 
not afraid of devils* The therapist's questions "What are you going 
to do about those devils?" is answered with "I get angry and I 
start to hit out at them. I raise hell and I smash them to bits. 1 * 

In this way the ego receives support in its precarious situation 
and part of the problem is solved. At the same time, how r ever, 
something else becomes clear as well. 

THERAPEUTIC ACTIONS 

The Self has at its disposal a fabulous repertoire of healing or, if 
you like, therapeutic actions. Of course, as a therapist one can 
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seize on these imaginations in order to start a therapy of one's 
own. This can be a splendid idea, if the therapist has the neces- 
sary skills to do so. If one doesn't, or if one wants to learn more 
first, then it is advisable to let the Master (i.e., the Self) go his 
own way and not get under his feet. It is quite likely that after a 
while you will decide always to cede priority. If that is your choice: 
to give priority to the actions of the Self, then this does not mean 
that the therapist has lost his Function from then on. However 
forceful the interventions of the Self may be, nothing will be 
undertaken unless the ego wishes it and gives it full cooperation. 
The ego retains its total freedom and the Self, however impres- 
sive its manifestation may be, will modestly withdraw as soon as 
the ego no longer requires its assistance. 

What can happen is that the ego does not exactly know in what 
way the Self might be of use, and sometimes, in very precarious 
circumstances, cannot even manage to ask the right kind of ques- 
tion. At such moments the therapist may intervene. For instance: 
"Do you think you could tell this woman who lives all by herself 
in the mountains something about your problems? Do you think 
she might have some idea what you could do?" 

BOUNDARIES AND LIMITATIONS 

My aim in the preceding passage was to show how the Self oper- 
ates in imaginations, and I did so by emphasizing two things: 

1. The Self operates according to an organized pattern. 

2. The Self operates in a wide variety of creative forms. 

These two factors together might create the impression that a so- 
lution now exists to all problems. Unfortunately, this is not the 
case, The first limitation is that not everyone is capable of pro- 
ducing imaginations. It is not yet sufficiently understood why 
this is so. 'The second limitation is that not all imaginations are 
equally forceful in their effects. Here again, we do not know pre- 
cisely what factors play a role in this. 
A third limitation is that not all problems are amenable to 



160 



THE WISE OLD MAN 



being approached by means of imaginations* Since it is not my 
intention here to produce a manual for those who want to ac- 
company imaginations, I will confine myself at this point to a 
reference to other literature* 1 * Looking back at the preceding 
imaginations, we can make a number of observations regarding 
their boundaries. To accompany someone in an imagination can 
be compared with accompanying an astronaut by means of radio 
contact. That situation is also subject to boundaries: the contact 
must not be broken. You as the accompanist must remain up to 
date with the conditions in which the iniaginator finds himself, 
and the latter must continue to respond to your instructions. If 
this is not done, nothing can be accompanied and it is better to 
stop altogether. Both, then, have a demanding task* For example, 
the imaginator must not surrender control, for that would make 
him the plaything of the events in the imaginations. This usually 
happens when the imaginator's anxiety becomes overwhelming, 
or when he does things only because he thinks that it will meet 
with the approval of the therapist, so that he leaves undone the 
things he himself would like to do. We shall speak further of anxi- 
ety later on, For the moment it suffices to mention the golden rule 
that anxiety is there to be banished, or, as one of the wise guides 
from the imaginations remarked: "We are going to eradicate this 
anxiety, root and branch " It is obvious, therefore, that anxiety 
must not be allowed to t>ain ground. 

A second boundary is determined by the interest of the imag- 
inator. His interest is the one and only thing that matters in the 
accompaniment to an imagination. The therapist must never be 
out to score successes, because that would doom the imagination 
to be lost in the mist. 

THE INTERACTION BETWEEN ACCOMPANIST 
AND IMAGINATOR 

In order to give an impression of such interaction in an actual 
case, I reproduce here an account of an imagination in which the 
participation of the accompanist is included. In the following dia- 
logue, A stands for accompanist and / for imaginator. 
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A. Suppose you were allowed to choose a landscape that fits your 
situation at this moment, what kind of landscape would 
that be? 

/. I would go to the beach, because my nerves are all on edge, 

and then I feel best on the beach. 
A. Okay, then I have a suggestion to make. We can't go there for 

real, but I can help you to go there in your imagination. Would 

you like that? 
/. Yes, I would. 

A. These things usually work best if you close your eyes and 

then try if you can see the beach. 
/, That seems funny to me. I don't know if that will work. 
A. Well, it doesn't really matter. You can put your hands in front 

of your eyes if you prefer, and then concentrate on what you 

see. That is the main thing. First try to think of the beach and 

as soon as you see anything you tell me Is anything 

happening yet? 
/. Yes, I can see a beach. It is completely empty. 
A. Fine. Well, you take a good look around first. . . . How do 

you feel about that, that the beach is empty? 
/. I don't mind. I'd like to have a little house here. 
A. Maybe you can make one come? . . . Have you done it? 
/. Yes, it came at once. It's very small and it's built into the sand 

dunes on three sides. The only windows are on the side of the 

sea. The sun comes from behind. 
A. Where are you at this moment? 

/. I am inside the house. It's quite safe in there, but very dark. 

A. Maybe you can do something about that? 

/. There's no sun coming in here. I'd like to make it look cosy. 

Maybe it would look nice if I used shells, if the light fell on 

them. I want to go to the sea. 
A. What's it like there at the moment? 

/. It's warm and I want to get to the water. But I daren't go in. 

I'm sitting down by the edge of the water now. 
A. What are you thinking about while you are sitting there? 
/. That nothing is going to happen as long as I do nothing, I'd 

like to talk to somebody. 
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A. Are there any other people on the beach now? 

/- Yes, there are some, but I daren't talk to them. 

A. Have a good look at them first, Maybe there is somebody 

among them who would be only too glad to talk. 
/. The people 1 see don't have any faces. 

A. No, that^s right, people you don't know don^ have faces for 
you yet. Is there anyone there that strikes you in particular? 

/. There is someone in a black coat. It is an old man with a 
weather-beaten face. 

A, Has he seen you? 

/. Yes, he is looking at me because I am looking at him. It's as if 

he recognized me. 
A, Do you think you could talk to him? 

/, Yes, I think I might be able to. - . . (makes a gesture of 

surprise) 
A. Is anything the matter? 

L He is taking his black coat off. He is dressed all in white now 
and he is coming toward me. He's sat down a little distance 
away from me, also by the edge of the water. There is nothing 
strange about it. It isn^t frightening. 

A, What is he doing? 

/. He is looking at the horizon. And I am looking at him all the 
time. I daren't look at my shells any more now, because I am 
afraid he might go away then* 

A. Can you tell him that? 

/. He says, "Fll stay as long as I like " 

I think that is a very hard answer. Now he's asking me what I 
am looking at all the time. I say I am looking at the shells. He 
can't see them and he comes closer to me. He likes them- 1 tell 
him I want to take them home with me. And I explain that I 
want to put them down there, so that they will give a bit of 
light. When he asks me where, I show him where the house 
is* He thinks it is funny that I want to take away these shells 
with me, when my house is so near by. You can see them here 
any day, he says. Then I tell him about my house and that it is 
so dark inside. And that I have been feeling so awful all along. 
He offers to help me. I am glad of that, but it also worries me. 
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Maybe I prefer to be alone for a while. He knows what I am 
thinking, it seems. He says, "If you want anything, just say," I 
ask, "But where will I be able to find you?" He answers, W I 
am always around here. If you want to see me, I am here*" 
A. Then maybe you can say goodbye to him now* 

Some Learning Principles 

In the imaginal world, learning does not in the first place consist 
of imprinting on your memory what you want to remember, nor 
in the analysis and logical construction of thought processes. The 
left half of our brain, which usually occupies itself so busily with 
such tilings, takes second place in the imaginal world. It is the 
other half that becomes active here. 1 * A different aspect of our 
personality comes to the fore, and new qualities get a chance to 
develop. With the help of examples, we shall now describe and 
explain a number of learning principles that play a part in the 
imaginations. 



LEARNING TO HAVE CONFIDENCE 

By learning to have confidence we mean learning to have confi- 
dence in the Self. Although we normally talk of having or lacking 
self-confidence, and of confidence being able to grow, we do not 
usually practice learning to have confidence in the Self in any sys- 
tematic way. In imaginations, however, you can't make much 
headway if there is a shortcoming in this respect. That is why it is 
usually the very first problem to be tackled, 

From moment to moment an appeal is made to our willingness 
to self-surrender and active decision taking, without our having 
any clear idea where we are going or whether we will come back 
unscathed. Some people have a chance to build up their confi- 
dence gradually* They find themselves on a road which, to their 
surprise, really leads somewhere or they see an arrow pointing to 
somewhere. In other cases the previously mentioned guide may 
appear and take you somewhere. 
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But on what basis do we assume that we can safely take the 
risk of starting the journey at ail? In the best instances, we experi- 
ence a special kind of radiance, which makes it easier for us to 
gain confidence* The confidence itself will have to grow. It is not 
so much a case of saying that you are confident as of doing some- 
thing that proves you are confident* In the example of the en- 
counter with the man in the black coat it can be clearly seen how 
this works. Is there much reason to trust this man? His black coat 
is not a particularly cheerful piece of evidence. More meaningful 
might be his face* It is old and weather-beaten and bears a friendly 
smile- The ego and the Self recognize each other. 

All this is not enough, though, for the man does nothing as 
long as no actual step is taken. The ego has to seek a rapproche- 
ment by demonstrating that it wishes to make contact. And then 
the black coat slides down, This is the reply the man gives, and 
the woman is vindicated in having given him her confidence. 

THE CONFIRMATION 

The Self replies by a confirmation: You have trusted me even 
though I did not make it easy for you in my black coat, and by- 
doing so you have taken a very important step. In order to under- 
line this and reinforce this strength in you, 1 take off my coat and 
by appearing completely dressed in white 1 show you that I am 
indeed to be trusted. The strength of the ego is reinforced so that 
it can freely enter into communion with the Self. The woman now 
makes a second discovery: having made contact she does not dare 
break it again, because she is afraid the man will leave. When she 
indicates this to him (another step taken), he replies, "HI stay as 
Jong as I like." In other words: the Self has a freedom of its own. 
The woman can continue to look at the shells and do whatever 
she wauls to do without feeling afraid. Anxiety is not rewarded, 
on the contrary, it is tackled with firmness. The reply therefore 
hits hard, 

*TU stay as long as I like' 1 does not mean "I am not interested 
in you," In order to make this clear, lie asks her what she is look- 
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ing at and he comes a bit closer in order to see better* The rap- 
prochement comes from both sides. 

Once the process of rapprochement between the ego and the 
Self has gotten under way, the therapist accompanying the imagi- 
nation can take a step back. He needs to intervene only if some- 
thing stagnates. In the example we have described it all runs 
smoothly. 

The woman begins to talk about her house and in thr language 
of these images this means: she is saying something about her 
situation and what she is up against. It is the language of par- 
ables: my situation can be known by the particulars of this house. 
The wise man, for there is no doubt that it is he, understands the 
message: "I am going through a terrible time and I badly want a 
bit of help, but I also want to keep my freedom. I would like you 
to come and help me by bringing some light and cheerfulness 
into my house down there, but when I want to be alone I want to 
be sure 1 can get rid of you again*" 

The answer is as simple as it is effective: "I am available when- 
ever you call me/ 1 you might say, "I am prepared to help you, but 
then you will have to call me yourself, otherwise I will go my own 
way. You needn't fear that you won*t be able to find me, because 
any moment you want to find me, and at any place, I shall be 
there. And when you have had enough of me I will disappear 
again," 

THE TRIAL 

The relationship between the ego and the Self has to be mutual. 
The ego will want to know where it stands, and as we saw just 
now, the Self leaves it in no doubt; "I am always near." The Self 
in its turn will want to know what the ego is prepared to do. This 
need not be more than what can be reasonably offered, but it 
must certainly be reasonable. A situation is planned in which 
both the Self and the ego can demonstrate how much can be re- 
lied on, A trial takes place, as we see in the following example. 
The imaginator has a strong dislike of anyone who wants to 
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exercise power over her and she in her turn hates bossing anyone 
else around. This kind of problem can also occur between the ego 
and the Self, with the result that a barrier arises between the two. 
The trial went as Follows: 

There are stairs leading up s and at the top is a throne, a royal 
chair. Two very large lions lie there, one on each side of the 
throne, A red carpet leads to the throne. Meanwhile my mind is 
being terribly distracted by a fierce pain on the right side of my 
body. For the rest I can't see anything whatsoever, I only feel 
the pain. I believe 1 1 have an appointment here, but there is no 
one about. The pain is so bad that it drives me to seek advice 
from the: lions. The J ion on the right gives me a hard look. He 
clearly knows something about it and when I ask him he says, 
"Yes, I knew this was coming " Then I ask, "Do you also know 
by any chance who is causing me this pain?" The lion replies, 
"You are doing it yourself." Then I ask him whether something 
can be done about it and whether he can give me any advice. He 
says, "You are the only one who can do something about it. 1 
advise yon to come and sit on this throne," "I don't want to do 
that!" I exclaim. Then the lion lays his head on his front paws 
and goes to sleep. In despair 1 look at the other lion. He keeps 
winking at me. He says, "Why don't you do as he says, Come 
and sit here with me." When I look up again I see that the 
throne has become even higher. I take a few steps and then I 
look back to where I have come from, it doesn't feel right. From 
the height I am at 1 see someone approaching. It is a child, I 
bend down in order to be more or less leveJ with her. Then we 
sit down on the throne together- The child nestles snugly against 
me. It is a big, comfortable chain The lions are both asleep now. 
The throne disappears and the child and I are now sitting on 
the shore of a take, with our feet in the water. She asks me 
whether I have made a journey- 1 say, "Yes, Far away and high up 
and very horrible because of the pain, but it is a lot better now." 

The pain that is mentioned here is not an unknown pain, oc- 
curring for the first time at this moment. What was unknown was 
how it could appear so suddenly and then vanish again equally 
quickly. In order to find out the answer, the Self, here repre- 
sented by two lions, had to make very great demands on the ego. 
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In some way or other, a cramp occurred, when a great inequality 
in power was being experienced. At the very sight of the throne, 
the cramp seized hold of the body, and it was absolutely impos- 
sible for the person to mount the throne. The task was too heavy. 
The lion on the left smoothed the way by making the task look 
less awesome: "Come and sit here with me-" The little girl made it 
possible for the woman to climb up the steps by her carefree atti- 
tude. The task was therefore stripped of all its oppressive weight. 

The Seif created a situation in which the imaginator was able 
to learn how the cramp arose and how to get rid of it, provided 
she was prepared to endure the trouble of such a trial. 

THE PARABLE 

In the imaginal world, learning takes place first of all by means of 
parables* The subject's own situation is compared with some- 
thing else. 11 For instance, a woman going to see the Wise Man is 
told: "1 would like you to come and watch my video-" (He works 
with hypermodern means.) 

On the video I see a number of squares, and I run from one 
square to the next. One of the squares is mine, the others belong 
to my husband and children, My square is black from footprints. 

"How did that happen?" the Wise Man asks. 

"Wellj everybody comes in through here " I say. 

He: "Why don't you guard it better then?" 

I: "I need them to come in because I am not strong enough 
and they come to help me" 

I: "You have plenty of strength of your own, look," 

Then I see my tree, as it was when I had raised it completely 
upright. Through the veins a lot of water was rising from below 
all the way to the top and there I was able to catch the water in 
cups and dole it out to the people sitting under the tree. 

He; "You see, you even have enough to share out to others. If 
you just let everybody enter your square you'll lose ajl your 
strength." 

"That's right," I say, U I feel dead tired and tense. 1*11 clean up 
my square first. There, that feels a lot better. Now 1 even have 
enough energy to read my book*" 
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THE IDENTIFICATION 

The parable often leads imperceptibly into an identification. You 
begin to compare yourself so closely with what is being presented 
that you become identical with it, and when that happens you can 
experience the events from within. 

Again I see my tree. It doesn't look too good. It has become all 
limp and withered, There are hardly any leaves on it anymore. 
The people are lying under it, gasping in the heat, They ate 
dying from thirst. Something must be done. 1 am responsible 
lor the tree and for the people and it looks as if they are all going 
to die- I get into the tree and feel at once what a poor state it is 
in. I am as limp as a dishcloth and all I want to do is flop down 
on the ground. This is too bad; let me first find out how my 
roots are doing, deep down in the earth- They feel more or less 
all right. Let's see if I can suck any strength up. Yes, I can. Now 
I can at least straighten out some of those branches up there. 
Look, they are getting new leaves now. That means there is a 
bit of shade for the people down below. The water begins to 
flow strongly and I can start sharing out some of it. Gradually a 
few smiles are returning to the faces. 

When I look at myself as a tree, I see there are lots of little 
spirals in me. I still feel as tense as a coiled spring. Let*s see if I 
can get rid of that feeling. Yes, when I let all the cramp go, the 
spirals disappear. Ooh, that feels a lot better. 

In identification a person does not only experience his or her 
own problem, but will also start looking for ways to get out of the 
difficulties. The image here provides a startingpoint which may 
lead to a satisfactory solution. The spirals turn out to be taut 
springs, and by loosening the tension the springs can be made to 
disappear from the tree. This takes us to the next point. 

FEEDBACK 

Before you are able to understand the images you may be unsure 
for a long time whether the solution that occurs to you is indeed 
the correct one. Sometimes you can ask someone about it, but 
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there is not always a suitable person near by. There is nothing 
much you can do but try out your solution. The question which 
then arises is the following: by what yardstick do I measure 
whether my solution is right? Of course you can follow your intui- 
tion, but often you lack the necessary confidence in your own 
ideas. In order to strengthen this confidence the Self uses its abil- 
ity to give clear feedback by means of images. These images show 
you whether you are going forward or backward. 

In the case of the tree, above, the branches begin to stand up 
straight and they are acquiring new leaves. At this moment the 
woman does not only feel better and stronger, but she can also 
tell by looking at the tree that things are moving in the right di- 
rection. The image underscores the feelings. 



STRUGGLING WITH THOUGHTS AND 
FEELINGS OF ANXIETY 

A wise person in an imagination once remarked, "Anxiety does 
not exist, only wrong thoughts exist." 

Experts will say that in this inner world all possible therapeu- 
tic approaches are utilized. As in this remark by the Wise Man, 
wrong thoughts lead to miserable feelings, and this is certainly 
true of anxiety. It is a piece of wisdom that has been known for a 
long time; a medicine man or shaman expresses it as follows: 
"Snake does not bite people; snake bites what people think." 15 
Our lives can literally be made sick by the wrong kinds of thoughts 
and feelings. It is therefore very important that we should fight 
such thoughts and feelings, because if we don't, they will tyran- 
nize our lives. At this point a difficulty often occurs, which is that 
in imaginations anxiety is expressed in frightening images. In 
their turn, these frightening images arouse anxiety. The circle is 
complete. It is vitally necessary to break out of this circle. 

In the preceding imaginations, there have been numerous ex- 
amples of such fights against the tyrants. It was for this reason 
that the knight and the hero played such important roles. The 
point is not that we should cultivate potential soldiers, but that a 
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warrior stands up inside us, to fight the many monsters and 
wicked beasts in us and unmask them as phantoms of the mind. 

These fights do not in fact require much violence. The mon- 
ster merely needs to be told that you are not afraid of him. How 
this can be done we will demonstrate by a simple example, 

I see that horrid man before me again. He has witch's claws 
now, and he is trying to grab nie by the throat with these. Now 
he has taken hold of me and he is squeezing my throat. How 
odd, he squeezes and squeezes but I do not die, I think: if Do as 
you like, little man." I feel my tear going away and the man 
shrivels up into a pathetic little creature. 

That is how it is done, the horrid man was the expression of the 
anxiety and when the anxiety disappears the horrid man can dis- 
appear too. 

Something similar happens in the following scene: 

The sky clouds over. Behind me a thunderstorm is gathering. It 
has become dark and the storm goes right over me. It moves 
very fast. AH the trees in the neighborhood are hit by it. There 
is a terrific flash, right above my head. Behind me the water 
comes pouring down the street. I run as fast as I can until I 
reach a shed. I go inside. 

The door has closed behind me. I can't sec any more where 
the storm has gone. I hear only the tremendous roar of the 
thunder. The flashes come right through the wooden walls. A 
space remains clear for me. The space around me becomes 
larger. The storm cannot touch me. 

Now I open the door because I want to see where the storm 
is. It seems to be losing strength. It is emptying. It doesn't have 
enough strength left, I watch it go, until it has completely gone* 

Both these examples also demonstrate the weapon that is being 
used against these powers, The weapon is looking or addressing 
and if possible touching. You have to keep looking or start look- 
ing- In the second example the situation was at its most terrifying 
when the door of the shed was shut and the storm could no longer 
be seen- This changed when the door was opened and the person 
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looked out to see what the enemy was like and how much strength 
it really had. 

The fight against enemy power is not always conducted by 
means of force- Force may be the first means you are likely to 
reach for, but it is not the most effective one. You use force be- 
cause you think that the opponent really has power. After a while 
it will become clear that this power is only apparent* As soon as 
you yourself begin to employ and strengthen your own power, 
the use of force is no longer necessary. To give an example; 

I have asked the old man to go with me into the church, because 
I always used to feel so miserable there. When we enter I see the 
Virgin Mary, She looks exactly like the statue that always stood 
in front of the church. Again I have those miserable feelings: I 
don't belong-. There is no place here for me, 

The face of the Virgin Mary has become completely black 
and looks horrible. I become very angry and I want to smash 
her to pieces, [ tell the old man so. 

He says, "You'd better not do that. Why don^t you look 
whether she has something for you." Then the thought occurs 
to me that maybe she is having a miserable time too and that 1 
might be able to do something for her. 

I go toward her and start stroking her face. Then the face be- 
comes beautiful again. She gives me a friendly smile and says I 
have helped her. She gives me a flower. 

For the Freedom of the Ego 

As we have seen, the ego is constantly faced with choices. This is 
a relief in itself: the opponents and core figures do not dominate 
events to such an extent that the ego, as leading actor, is driven 
into a corner. 

When we consider that in the imaginations the place of action 
and also many of the imaginal figures that rise up from the uncon- 
scious are often very fearsome, we realize that this freedom of the 
ego is not so self-evident as all that. The time for fooling around 
has gone, and you had better not mock the figures you meet there. 
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ACTING RESPONSIBLY 

The time for responsible action has arrived. One thing we notice is 
that the issuing of commands and prohibitions seems to have 
been superseded* Nobody tells you what to do or not to do* You 
are offered chances* you are challenged* and sometimes teased* or* 
when necessary* harassed. But you are always taken seriously and 
when you are unable to find your way you are offered an inex- 
haustible repertoire of search programs, until you have found the 
place where you have to be, All these things give you a feeling of 
freedom. 

You are not forced into this or that behavior, even though 
sometimes you are put under fairly strong pressure* Then it al- 
most seems as if you have lost your freedom* On some occasions it 
looks as if you are being forced to be free, as in the following 
example: 

I come to a large tree. Under it is a seat on which a man is sit- 
ting who has been waiting for me. He is holding a handful of 
cards, with pictures on them. He explains what the pictures 
mean and then gives the cards to me* I have to scatter them 
around me. 

In front of me lies a fish and that is the card he gives me. 
Then he points to the; water. There is only one road I can fol- 
low. The man has suddenly vanished. 

The sky clouds oven It is raining. The waves become bigger 
and bigger. The path is flooded and I am now floating in the 
water. There are sounds and it is not possible to get away from 
the sounds. 1 don't like this. Images of myself occur, when I was 
little and afraid. I sec myself as a baby. She can't sleep because of 
the noise- I can't leave her lying there. I must protect her, so I 
pick the baby up. 

Then I arrive in the room with the two lions. They have 
opened the door and they take the baby from me. She will be 
well looked after. 

It seems as if the cards have been shuffled properly here* The 
subject is not given any choice: the fish must go to the water and 
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there is only one way. The important point, however, is that a 
baby has to be rescued, which has no part in life and no freedom 
of choice, 

The road that this woman had to take did not appeal to her at 
all- She had to go right through the trouble which she had always 
tried to avoid. Her fish lay gasping for breath on the dry land and 
she was compelled to take it to the water and let it swim. When 
she saw the situation the baby was in, her choice was clear to her. 
The baby could not be left to lie there. 

WHO DETERMINES THE G A M K ? 

If the freedom of choice of the main character is respected, the 
question still remains: who determines the game that is about to 
be played? Even in an extreme situation such as the one of the 
card game just now, the scattering of the cards is left to the 
woman. It is not necessary, however, to accept an enforced game- 
By making its wishes and desires known, the ego can often ask for 
a particular play-situation. If it is left open, the ego can insist that 
modifications are made. An example of this is the following: 

There is a very large bird overhead, an eagle. I can also see 
yellow sunlight and fire. It is very impressive but not frighten- 
ing- The eagle wants something of me. He wants me to fly away 
with him, or no, more than that, he wants me to become him. 
Together we fly over water- I realise that I don^t mind flying, 
but that I don't want to be that bird, I wouldn't mind having his 
wings > but as a woman I don't want his male body. 

I ask him whether something could be done just with those 
wings r so that I could keep my own body. He is angry now: it 
seems you don't ask questions like that. It can be done only If he 
also keeps his own body, because he doesn't want to become me 
either. It is getting very complicated, he says, because his body 
wants to go m a different direction from mine. The bird would 
snap apart. He says there is a possibility, but then something 
radical will have to be done first, when we are above land, I first 
want to be sure that I can keep my own body. On the beach I 
see a little mound of gray stuff that looks like ashes. The bird is 
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no longer there, I have a terrible headache, but at least I am 
still here. 

The live drama in which you become involved in imaginations 
differs from the drama enacted on the stage, 16 Not only are you 
allowed to handle your role in any way you wish, but the actor is 
also free to alter the play. The relationship between the conscious 
and the unconscious becomes highly variable as soon as the ego 
enters the imaginal inner world- A strange adventure then be- 
gins, in which we can bring all our qualities to bear. You don't 
have to abandon your rational, analytical thought. On the con- 
trary, it is very useful, but without intuition as well you don't get 
anywhere at all 



The Ego and the Self 

I am surprised at my self. 

1 stroke my self on the head. 

I begin to doubt my self. 

I disregard my self, 

I wish my self the best. 

I don't trust my self altogether. 

I run after my self. 

I want to understand my self* 

I am irritated by my self. 

I dare not look at my self. 

I am ashamed of my self* 

I hide my self. 

I am at odds with my self. 

I let my self go. 

I overestimate my self. 

I flaunt my self. 

I don't do justice to my self. 

I could do something to my self, 

I am sick of my self 

I am trapped by my self 
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I want to get out of my self. 
I have lost my self- 
I am beside my self with rage. 
I cannot forgive my self this* 
I exhaust my self. 

I want to get in the clear with my self. 

I want to get to know my self. 

I give my self courage. 

I want to protect my self. 

I must fight for my self. 

I comfort my self. 

I want to look after my self. 

I can rely on my self. 

I love my self. 

I am my self (and SO on). 
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